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INTRODUCTION © 





This book "Mahakavi Govinda Pai" is the third book written by 
me on Shri Pai. The Government of Madras conferred on him the 
title "Rashtrakavi' in March 1949. This was the first time such a title 
was conferred on a Kannada poet. The very next year he presided 
over the annua! Kannada Literary Conference held in Bombay. | wrote 
my first book on Shri Pai, namely, ’Rashtrakavi Govinda Pai’ during 
the interval between these two events and completed it in 1950. |! 
wrote the second book on him in 1983, in the year of his centenary 
celebration. This book "Govinda Pai : Smrithi - Krith? was brought 
out by the Mangalore University as its maiden Kannada publication. 
The present work, "Mahakavi Govinda Pai’ is the third book in the 
series. 


i was fortunate to have the acquaintance of Shri Govinda Pai 
from my early youth when my interest in poetry and literature had 
awakened. | proudly recollect that he was extremely kind and 
affectionate to me. Carrying out studies on his life and writings was 
one of my hobbies then. Therefore, | wrote articles, gave lectures and 
wrote books on him and carried on the task of sharing my 
understanding of Shri Pai with the public. This third book ’Mahakavi 
Govinda Pai’ is also the continuation of this endeavour of mine. 


In spite of all this, | am afraid that | have not been able to do 
full justice to his towering personality and the creative literary strength 
of his works ! It is not easy to draw a comprehensive and clear 
portrait of the personality and power of this poet who was a man of 
extraordinary talents, a versatile genius, a linguist, a thinker, a 
philosopher, a research scholar, a man of letters and a poet. However, 
| draw some satisfaction on the ground that | have been able to do 
my little mite for the great cause. 


In my two earlier books and articles | have quoted the original 
poems of Shri Pai wherever necessary. But in this book, | have given 
only the prose renderings of the poems. It is done so as to facilitate 
the translation of this book into other languages, as prose is more 
amenable to translation than poetry. Even to the Kannadigas, the prose 
translation would be helpful to understand the original poems with 
ease. g 


| am very much grateful to the "Poet Govinda Pai Memorial 
Committee’ which is instrumental for my writing this book. 


| conclude this introduction by quoting two lines of Mahakavi 
Govinda Pai : 


“Dundugedisalalla nudivenanyara Kalavam 


Salisalendu nudige dudive ninnaya salavam" ; 


(It is not to waste the time of others | speak’, 


It is to repay your loan, for language ! work".) 


KAYYARA KINHANNA RAI 


Perdala, 
22-9-1987 


INTRODUCTION TO THE ENGLISH TRANSLATION 


Late M. Govinda Pai was the first Kannada poet laureate, a richly 
renowned researcher and a multi-language scholar, both oriental and 
occidental. For this very reason | am filled with a deep sense of 
satisfaction and immense joy on this occasion of the publication of 

the English translation of “Mahakavi Govinda Pai", my third book on 
the poet sage of Manjeshwar. When this book was first published in 
1987 in Kannada, Universities in Karnataka gave abundant 
encouragement by selecting it as a Text book for their students. Then 
itwas the desire of many that it should be published in other languages 
also. Scholar, Researcher and poet Sri Pundoor Venkataraja Puninchithaya 
brought out its Malayalam translation-and it was published in 1990. 


Sri A. Narasimha Bhat, retired Headmaster, Kasaragod, has now 
brought out this English Translation of “Mahakavi Govinda Pai", 
Sri Bhat has already translated and published "Thus Sang - Mankuthimma", 
the English version of Dr. D.V. Gundappa’s ‘Mankuthimmana Kagga’. 
He has also translated and published Late M. Govinda Pai’s ‘Golgotha 
and ‘Vaishakhi’ and late Sediyapu Krishna Bhat’s “Punya Lahari" and 
“Shwamedha" under the title "Four Kannada poems in English". “Deva 
Manava Yesu", his Kannada translation of Khaleel Gibran’s 
“Jesus, The Son of Man" is a unique contribution to Kannada literature. 
lt is my ardent wish that Sri Bhat should be blessed with many more 
greater achievemenis in the fields of language and literature. 


’ 


This English translation of Mahakavi Govinda Pai is now being 
published by Basti Publications sponsored by Shri Basti Vamana Shenoy. 
| sincerely congratulate and thank Sri Basti Vamana Shenoy, Chief 
Convener of the First Vishwa Saraswath Sammelan and the present 
President of Konkani Sahithya Academy who took up this work with 
all love and respect for Late M. Govinda Pai’s sterling qualities of head 
and heart, his owe-inspiring erudition and his monumental achievements 
in the fields of literature and research. 


It was the occasion when the great poet was delivering his 
presidential speech in the All India Kannada Sahithya Sammelan held 
in Mumbai in 1950. With a voice saturated with emotion and devotion 
he announced that Konkani was his language mother and | was thrilled 


io hear the words. When this illustrious son of Konkani with his lone 
Herculion efforts has made remarkable achievements in the fields of 
literature and research, it is quite fitting and proper that Shri Basti 
Vamana Shenoy, the Chief Convener of the First Vishwa Saraswath 
Sammelan is bringing out this English volume on Late M. Govinda Pai 
so that the lovers of literature and research all over the world can 
understand and appreciate poet Pai’s great achievements. It is my fone 
wish that the Konkani and Tulu trasnlations of this work also should 
be published in future and the true greatness of this scholar poet shouid 
become permanently rooted in our soil and air. 


in this context, | also wish to mention about "Nandadeepa", the 
remarkable poetic achievemeni of Late M. Govinda Pai. 


The fire of sorrow burning in the heart of poet Pai due to the 
death of his wife, Krishna got transformed to become an ever burning 
lamp before the diety worshipped in his house. With this underlying 
idea Late M. Govinda Pai titled this collection of poems as “Nandadeepa’. 
The sorrow of separation from his wife got transformed as dedication 
and devotion to God and flowed in sparkling poetry in this rare collection. 
This poetic collection has been dedicated to Krishna, his bereaved 
beloved life partner and Krishna his beloved God. This poetic collection, 
"Nandadeepa" has not yet received due attention from the lovers and 
critics of literature. | have given prose translations of some of these 
poems in this book “Mahakavi Govinda Pai". “The Light of Nandadeepa 
in the light festival of world literature”, has been published by “Rashtrakavi 
Govinda Pai Samshodhana Kendra, Udupi". in my opinion the poetic 
merit of “Nandadeepa" is in no way less than that of Vishwakavi 
Ravindranatha Tagore’s “Geethanjali”. \f a sincere English translation 
of the “Nandadeepa" is published in English, | am fully confident that 
Late M. Govinda Pai would occupy a prestigious place in the galaxy 
of world renowned poets. It is my heartfelt prayer that this English 
transiation of “Mahakavi Govinda Pai" should inspire a gifted poet to 
bring out an English translation of "“Nandadeepa". 


Our debi to the poet sage is great. It is our duty to putforth 
our best efforts to fulfil his deep longings. 


Perdala KAYYARA KINHANNA RAI 
8-6-2000 


PUBLISHER’S NOTE 


‘Rashtrakavi Manjeshwar Govind Pai’, is a name that inspires 
connoisseurs of literature in Kannada and many other Indian languages. 
When he was alive his house at Manjeshwar, then in Dakshina Kannada 
district, was a pilgrimage centre to scholars, researchers, linguisis, 
historians and philosophers because he was a ‘Colossus’, a ‘Gommata’in 
many literary fields. He was also wellknown for his great human qualities. 


Sri Kayyara Kinhana Rai, a great poet and writer, in Kannada, 
President of the 66th All India Kannada Sahitya Sammelan who calls 
himself a ’Shishya of late Rastrakavi Manjeshwar Govind Pai", has 
written on the life.and works of the Late Rastrakavi in his Kannada 
book “Mahakavi Govinda Pai". This has already been translated into 
Malayalam. Sri Pai has carried out deep study of late’ Pai’s literary 
works. Whenever | met him in Kannada and Tulu literary programmes 
he was always reminding me to do something to introduce the literary 
and scholarly works of Late Rastrakavi to other languages and thereby 
to world literature. 


Some months back Sri A. Narashimha Bhat of Kasaragod, a 
retired Headmaster, who had earlier translated Kannada books to 
- English contacted me and informed me about his English translation of 
Sri Rai’s Kannada book “Mahakavi Govind Pai". He informed me that 
Mahakavi Govinda Pai Memorial Committee of Kasaragod had originally 
agreed to publish it but was quiet for the past many years and 
requested me to-publish the work through the First Vishwa Saraswath 
Sammelan Committee. 


| have seen Rashtrakavi M. Govind Pai at Bantwal when | was a 
school boy. There were many poems. in our Kannada text books written 
by the Rashtrakavi. These were selections from his works like 
"Gilivindu", “Nandadeepa", "Golgotha" etc. | revered the Rashtrakavi as 
he was familiar by his works in Kannada from my younger days. 
Therefore i accepted Sri Rai’s advise to publish the English translation of 
“Mahakavi Govind Pai" by Sri A. Narasimha Bhat. | feel that it is my great 
privilege. | thank Sri Kayyara Kinhanna Rai, and Sri A. Narasimha Bhat, 
for giving me this opportunity to publish the book under Basti Prakashana. 

| also thank M/s. Prema Sai Printers & Publishers, Mangalore, 
for printing this book nicely. 

BASTI VAMANA SHENOY 
Basti Publications 


TRANSLATOR’S NOTE 


This translated English work "Mahakavi Govinda Pai" was virtually 
in the dark for the past more than nine years. This was originally written 
as requested by Poet Govinda Pai, Memorial Committee of Kasaragod. 
But the Committee could not publish it even afier repeated requests. 
Shri Basti Vamana Shenoy who accidentally came to know of this work, 
came forward to publish it under the aegis of his Basti Publications. 
| express my heartfelt gratefulness to him. 


| also thank Shri Kayyara Kinhanna Rai, M.A., the author of the 
original Kannada work for permitting the publication of this English 
translation. 

Dr. C.N. Ramachandran, emeritus Professor of English, University 
of Mangaiore, has carefully gone through the translation and suggested 
necessary improvements. | sincerely thank him for his right suggestions. 


A. NARASIMHA BHAT 
Rtd. Headmaster 
Asheervad, Kotekani, 
Kasaragod - 671121 


MAHAKAVI GOVINDA PAI 


PRELUDE : 


The nineteenth century is a memorable period of many 
endeavours and achievements in the history of India. Tne Indian 
Nation, like a lion, suffering for many hundreds of years in the cage 
of slavery began to roar in rage. The inner soul of our nation 
awakened and became resplendent with the intense urge to free itself 
from external tutelage. Many progressive programmes for the aliround 
development of the nation in the various fields like language, literature, 
art, culture etc. were drawn up. Sinking all differences of high and 
low, caste and community, male and female, all the people of India 
began to march ahead as one single mighty river. The nectar of 
freedom that India won later was the choicest fruit of this extra- 
ordinary valour, unparalleled sacrifice and ceaseless endeavour ! 


Shri Ramakrishna Paramahamsa, Swami Vivekananda, Maharshi 
Arobindo, Dayananda Saraswathi, Rajarama Mohan Roy, Shri 
Narayana Guru were among the great personalities wno awakened the 
inner soul of the Indian people during this auspicious period of 
transition. These noble souls instilled in us the self-confidence that 
we, the Indian people can forge ahead in religious, spiritual and 
philosophical matters with our heads held high and in a manner equal 
to or surpassing any other nation in the world. The heroic lives of the 
national leaders and freedom fighters like Tilak, Gandhiji, Nehru and 
Subhas Bose who drove out the mighty British power ruling over an 
empire in which the sun never set, waging a rare struggle based on 
truth, non-violence and sacrifice are memorable. 


The activities connected with the national pride and 
development of language and literature also constantly continued as 
compiementary to the development of the country. Bengal was in the 
forefront of the whale nation in this direction. Powerful writers and 
poets like Bankim Chandra Chatterjee and Rabindranath Tagore 
awakened patriotism and love of language and literature among the 


people. The fact that free India accepted the compositions, 
'Vandemataram' of Bankim Chandra Chatterjee and ‘Janaganamana’ of 
Rabindranath Tagore as our national anthems, is an exemplary 
evidence of this fact. This light, first lit up in Bengal, illumined the 
whole of India. It opened the eyes of the people in Bengal, Gujarath, 
Maharashtra, Karnataka, Kerala, Andhra, Tamil Nadu and all other 
parts of india and kindled their love of language and literature. 


Shri Subramanya Bharathi, the poet of Tamilnadu was the 
greatest among those who blew this trumpet of renaissance in 
South India. Shri Bharathi, the Tamil poet, stands in the forefront 
among the unforgettable personalities wno made rare contributions to 
the cause of freedom struggle with his poetic creations. 
Kumaranashan and Vailathol Narayana Menon of Malayalam, Shri 
B.M. Shrikantayya, Dr. Bendre, Kuvempu and Govinda Pai of 
Kannada played a major role in this direction. All these illustrious 
personalities have enriched the Indian languages with their great 
poetical works which forcefully express the noble aspirations of the 
Indian peoplé. Mahakavi Govinda Pai is one among these great 
personalities. An attempt is made here to present his rare personality 
with special stress on his life and writings. 


CHILDHOOD : 


Shri Govinda Pai was born on 23rd March 1883, one hundred and 
eighteen years ago, as the richest fruit of the virtues of his mother and 
father, namely Smt. Devaki Amma and Shri Thimma Pai. He was the 
eldest son of his parents, with three brothers and three sisters. Narayana 
Pai, Anantha Pai and Subraya Pai were his brothers. Ammanni alias 
Ganga Bhavani, Krishna Bai and Saraswathi Bai were his sisters. Shri 
Govinda pai looked after his brothers, sisters and their children with great 
love and affection. They also looked upon him with great reverence and 
devotion, and served him till his very last. 


The letter 'M' before the name of Shri Pai denotes both 
Mangalore and Manjeshwar. He was bom in the family line of Sahukar 
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Baba Pai which was a very effluent family in Mangalore. The original 
house of the family still stands in Car Street, Mangalore, and the 
present members of the family still live in that house. The shrine of 
Kalingamardana Krishna, their family deity also stands there. There is 
some property belonging to their family at Ananthady, near Puttur. 
This family is still honoured first in the famous annual Mechchi 
festival of Ullalthi, the devil deity uf the place. Many noted merchants, 
medical practitioners, engineers, scientists and social workers have 
taken birth in this family and have earned great narne and fame. 
Shri Thimma Pai, father of Shri Govinda Pai, was well-versed in 
astroicgy. Shri Narayana Pai, grandfather of Shri Govinda Pai, was a 
very benevolent man. He was the first man to give a 
'Sahasrabhojana’, a free feast to thousands, in the year 1839 in 
South Kanara District. He had hundi business in Tellicherry, 
Mangalore, Gujarat etc. He was one of the founders of the Govt. 
College at Mangalore. 


Shri Pai's mother’s house was at Manjeshwar. Smt. Devaki 
Amma, the daughter of Shri Lakshmana Shanughogue of the illustrious 
Shanubhogue dynasty of Manjeshwar, was his mother. Eventhough 
Shri Pai's father's house was in Mangalore, he and all his brothers 
and sisters were born and bred in Manjeshwar. The ancestors of the 
Shanubhogue family constructed a separate house in Manjeshwar and 
affectionately made all arrangements so that their daughters and their 
children could live at Manieshwar. Therefore, Shri Govinda Pai and his 
brothers lived throughout their lives in their Manjeshwar house. Even 
when Shri Pai was studying in Mangalore he spent his holidays in 
Manjeshwar. Shri Govinda Pai carried on his poetic, research and 
other literary activities in Manjeshwar itself. Therefore, Mangalore 
Govinda Pai, was quite properly known to the world as Manjeshwar 
Govinda Pai. We may also recollect that Shri Pai wrote some of his 
poems with the penname ‘Devaki Thanaya’ meaning, the son of 
Devaki. It is also learnt that Shri Govinda Pai had another pet name, 
Mala Pai. But later on no one cailed him by this name and it 
‘was forgotten. 


Shri Pai had his first schooling in the Basel Mission High 
School at Mangalore. He was a gifted student. Later on he continued 
his highschool education in Canara High School, Mangalore. 
Shri M.N. Kamath, a renowned writer in Kannada was Shri Pai's 
classmate during his highschool days. Bantwal Vamana Baliga and 
Bantwal Pundalika Baliga taught him Kannada in High School. !n 
1899 when Shri Pai and his classmates were students in Canara High 
School, they brought out an English manuscript magazine by name 
‘Angel’. Shri Govinda Pai and Shri M.N. Kamath contributed poems 
and articles to this hand-written magazine. 


BIRTH OF POETRY : 


It has already been mentioned that Shri Pai used to come to 
Manjeshwar during his holidays. During those days he used to 
witness the Yakshagana performances that were being staged in his 
locality. The songs of Yakshagana episodes, ‘Jagate’, Chende and 
Maddale that were played strictly in accordance with the variety of 
beats (Talas), the wonderful variety of costumes of the mythological 
characters, the characteristic dance forms, stage conversations, 
lullabies, paddanas and songs connected with agricultural labour 
(Oh bele songs) - ali these had a healthy influence on him and stirred 
up his interest in literature, music and other fine arts. 


During that period, a memorable event took place in the life of 
Shri Govinda Pai. It was the last week in the month of Magha of 
Jaya Samvatsara i.e: the last week of February (1895). Quite 
unusually, it was drizzling. A large shamiana had been put up all over 
the ground in front of the house. A large number of relations and 
friends had gathered. It was the happy occasion of ‘upanayana’, or 
‘thread ceremony’. Laddus were being prepared at one place in the 
shamiana and mandige in another. It was either a Saturday or a 
Sunday or Shivaratri and it was a schoo! holiday. The whole pandal 
was filled with noise and jubiliation and it looked like a maize field 
filled with the chirp of parrots. Men, women, children all were running 
around here and there. The sound of their talk echoed everywhere. 
Joy and jubiliation filled every point in the pandal. 
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In the din and bustle, somebody was singing the following folk 
song in a low sweet tone : 


“Why are you going to forest ? Oh, my dear child, 
are you going to the forest ? 
Wild animals in the forest 
May attack and harm you; Why are you going to the forest ? " 


The young boy, Govinda Pai, who was running about in the 
house with joy and jubiliation heard this melodious song. At once 
something happened to him. Some strange. emotion gripped his being. 
He became deaf to the din and bustle in the pandal. He went in 
straight, picked up his exercise-book and began to write. By that 
evening he had completed a one-act play. Within two or three days, 
he wrote another play consisting of only songs. "An only son of 
parents is about to leave for forest. The parents beg him not to do 
so. The young boy might have heard of the sorrow of Suneethi when 
her son Dhruva left for forest to see God face to face and the 

-lamentation of Dasharatha when his son Shree Ram went to live in 

forest. He might have come to know about these episodes of 
mythological stories from the Yakshagana performances or from 
talamadaale, or he might have read about these in his text books. 
This couplet, suddenly stirred up his whole being. In the case of the 
earliest poet Valmiki, the deep sorrow he feit when he heard the 
pitiable cry of the separated pair of herons took shape as posiry. As 
in the case of Valmiki, the above couplet of intense sorrow inspired 
the boy to write poetry ! Valmiki became famous as Adikavi. Similarly 
this very same boy later on wrote many poems and epic fragments of 
very high quality and came to be honoured as a great poet and as 
the first poet Laureate in Kannada. 


The particulars of the above incident have been gathered from 
the autobiographical sketch written by Shri Govinda Pai in the book 
‘Sahithyajnara Athmakathana’, (Autobiographical sketches of writers). 


it is clear that Shri Pai started writing poetry at the age of 
twelve or thirteen. During the same period, in the year 1895 he wrote 
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a Yakshagana episode by name ‘Makaraksha Kalaga’ (Battle with 
Makaraksha). Then, he did not know who Makaraksha was. When he 
wrote about one third of the episode, he tore if off as it was not up to 
-his expectations. However, it is worth noting that Yakshagana, a 
popular form of literature and art in the Karnataka coast even to the 
present day, was the source of inspiration to Shri Pai. 


In 1896, almost during the same period, another event took 
place in the life of Shri Pai. Till then, his parents did not know that 
he was writing poems. For some reason he had a quarrel with his 
younger brothers. The angry brothers complained to their mother that 
Shri Pai was writing poems. Their mother was an orthodox woman. 
She had heard people say that Shri Moolki Vasudeva Prabhu, a 
renowned Yakshagana poet became insane after writing ‘Billahabba' 
(Festival of bow), a Yakshagana work. It is said that he was cured of 
the insanity after he wrote another Yakshagana work by name 
‘Samudramathana'. She unflinchinaly believed that one who wrote 
poetry would become insane. Therefore, she got wild on hearing the 
complaint from Shri Pai's: brothers. She severely punished him with 
the intention of curing his mania of writing poetry. Therefore, for 
sometime he could not write poems at home. During this period, 
Shri Pai would compose poems when he would be walking on the 
streets or when he was at school, whenever he got some free time. It 
continued thus till 1898. During this period, he made a deep study of 
the ‘Halegannada Vyakarana Soothragalu’, a grammar book of old 
Kannada, published by the Basel Mission and fearnt the various 
metrical forms discussed in the book. He also read many poetical 
works like Uaimini Bharatha' and ‘Gadugu Bharatha’. He wrote many 
poems in a variety of metrical patterns at this time, but discarded 
them in Clseatisipction. 


BEYOND RHYME - 


Till the intermédiate class, Shri Pai had his college education in 
Govt. College, Mangalore. Shri Panje Mangesha Rao, one of the 
pioneers of modern Kannada literature was his Kannada teacher. 
Shri Munnuru Shivaramayya also taught him Kannada for sometime 
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during 1899-1900. Learned men, well-versed in poetics held that the 
_ initial second syllable rhyme was the very life of poetry. All Kannada 
poets wrote poems adhering to the rules of rhyme. Shri Pai then 
thought, “Rhyme is just a verbal ornament of poems (Shabdalankara). 
It cannot be the essence of poem. The second syllable rhyme does 
not exist in many of the best poetical works of English and Sanskrit. 
Why can't we give up the rhyme ?” Shri Panje Mangesha Rao had 
already earned great reputation as a poet. Moreover Shri Rao was 
Shri Pai's teacher. So, Shri Pai mustered courage and asked 
Shri Panje, “How will it be, if we write poems witnout adhering to the 
rules of rhyme ? What is the harm if we transgress tradition ? ” But 
Shri Panje did not give him any definite answer, but simply skipped 
the matter. Therefore, writing poems without rhyme and tearing them 
off went on for sometime. Later on, in April 1911 when he was in 
Nausan of Baroda State, Shri Pai set aside all vacillations and boldly 
decided to give up rhyme. He then translated Shri Rabindranath . 
Tagore's Bengali poem, “Ayee Bhuvana Manamohini” and the Urdu 
poem “Hindusthan Hamara” by Iqbal into Kannada. He also wrote an 
original poem “Holeyanu Yaru?” (Who is an out-caste?). All these 
poems were published in the magazine “Swadeshabhimani” which was 
being printed and published in Mangalore in those days. These poems 
created a serious commotion in the literary field. Arguments and 
counter-arguments filled the literary atmosphere. We now see that the 
lonely path trodden by Shri Pai in those days has now become a 
highway on which even chariots are drawn. The poets of Mangalore, 
Bangalore, Karwar, Dharwar, Mysore and of many other places began 
to write poems discarding the second syllable rhyme. The fact that 
Shri Pai was the pioneer who cut this new path-way in Kannada poetry 
is a definite reason for his great reputation. The historians of literature 
will definitely record Shri Pai as a great soul who broke the shackles 
of rhyme binding the maiden of poetry and set her free. Shri Pai's. 
teacher, Shri Panje Mangesha Rao, was famous as the first short 
story writer in Kannada. In the same way, Shri Pai, his disciple has 
become a memorable personality by discarding the second syllable 
rhyme. it is worthy of note that both of them belonged to the 
Karnataka coast and that their mother tongue was Konkani. 


Z 


In 1899, in his 16th age, Shri Govinda Pai translated in 
Kannada a few scenes of the first act of the “Twelfth Night” 
William Shakespeare. This he did in Vruttas and Kandas, the speci 
metrical forms in Kannada and sent it to Shri Nandalik 
Lakshminarayanayya who later on became famous as Mahaka 
Muddanna. Shri Lakshminarayanayya encouraged Shri Pai to continu 
his poetic activities with meter and rhyme. But Shri Pai did n 
continue his writings in that direction. 


GOLD MEDAL : 


Shri Pai went to Madras and joined the Madras Christia 
College after successfully completing the intermediate course i 
Govt. Coliege, Mangalore. In those days, South Kanara Distric 
including Kasaragod was a part of the erstwhile Madras State and th 
students of those days aspired to have their higher education i 
Madras, the state capital. Shri Pai joined the B.A. course in Madras 
Dr. Radhakrishnan, the reputed philosopher and later the President c 
india, was Shri Pai's classmate in the college. Life in the state capite 
and higher education there enlarged the range of his experience mucf 
As a student he studied many languages and got himself acquainte 
with Western languages like Latin and French, and the orienté 
languages like Sanskrit, Bengali and Pali. When the B.A. Fine 
Examinations commenced and he had just completed his Englis 
language paper, the news that his father was unwell and bedridde 
struck him like a thunderbolt. He left his examinations in the middi 
and rushed home. Afterwards, he could never complete his B./ 
Degree examination. He had appeared for and answered only th 
English language paper. In that, he won the gold medal. 


WEALTH OF LANGUAGE LIBRARY : 


He had all his further education and study at his own home 
All his knowledge and erudition was self-earned. In those day: 
Mangalore Basel Mission published some of the best books of anciet 
and modern Kannada. As the elders at home gladly permitted him, t 
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purchased the books and studied them. He even got many valuable 
volumes from many foreign countries and made a deep study of 
them. None else could stand comparison to Shri Govinda Pai in the 
matter of such wide and varied study and such a collection of 
valuable books. Shri Govinda Pai alone could stand comparison to 
Shri Govinda Pai ! In our country it is very rare to find a man like 
Shri Pai who single-handedly put forth such marvellous efforts and 
attained such excellent results. Almirahs stocked with books filled the 
rooms and the upper storey of his house at Manjeshwar. Heaps of 
books could be found here and there in his house. He would 
thoroughly read all the books he bought and would underline every 
page of those books with the violet ink he used. The Kittel dictionary 
used by him is preserved at present in the “Rashtrakavi Govinda Pai" 
Research Centre Udipi, Every word on every page of the dictionary is 
replete with underlines, question marks and corrections. These marks 
starting from the first page of the book run up to page 1752, the last 
page. Rarely we find a parallel to this kind of deep study of a 
dictionary. We can correctly understand the depth and extent of Shri 
Govinda Pai's style of study on the “Principle of Sthali Pulaka”. 


He was well-acquainted with the Aryan languages like Vaidika, 
Sanskrit, Pali, Hindi, Urdu, Bengali, Gujarathi, etc. and the Dravidian 
languages like Kannada, Malayalam, Tamil etc. and foreign languages 
like Greek, Latin, Italian, French etc. in total, he was well acquainted 
with twenty two languages. One single man with the knowledge of so 
many languages is rare to be found in the whole country. During the 
last days of his life, his memory was weak and some of the books 
he lent were never returned and thus some of his books were lost. 
Even then 4734 books in forty three languages still remained in his 
library. His brothers' children donated these books to Mahatma Gandhi 
College, Udipi, and all these books can be seen at present in 
“Rashtrakavi Shri Govinda Pai Research Centre” in the College. 


The language-wise list of Shri Govinda Pai's books found at 
present in that library is given below : 
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Languages No. | Languages 


















English 1872 | Greek 41 | Assyrian 6 
Kannada 1280 | Latin 28 | Pahlavi 
Sanskrit — 398 | Tamil 24 (Ajenda) 7 
Marathi 185 | Spanish 23 | Portugese 6 
Hindi 136 | Urdu 17 | Italian 4 
French 127 | Konkani 14 | Burmese 3 
Avestra and | Gujarati 18 | Russian 3 
Pahlavi 19 | Malayalam 11 Chinese 3 
Bengali 58 | Tibetan 11 Kodava 2 
Pali 45 | German 112 | Oriya 2 
Persian Irani 2 | Arabic 9 
Hebrew 10 | Gonda 1 | Japanese 1 
Gallic 1 | Telugu 5 | Other languages 206 


For more than half a century, for most part of his life this one 
single man, Shri Pai with a single-minded devotion and penance built 
up such a large library comprising of many books in many languages. 
He read and assimilated all these books. This is ample proof of Shri 
Pai's wonderful capacity for work and his sparkling intellect. This 
characteristic background provides a luminous halo to the towering 
personality of Shri Govinda Pai and makes him shine resplendent for 
ever on the high seat of honour. 


FAMILY LIFE : 


It is quite fitting and proper to acquaint the public about the 
family life of Shri Govinda Pai who rose to the pinnacle of fame as 
ne engaged himself in the study of many languages, in the collection 
of valuable books, in poetry and in literary research. Shri Pai, who 
gave up his B.A. Degree examination in the middle was obliged to 
stay in his Manjeshwar house after the death of his father. It was his 
responsibility also as he was the eldest member in the family. He 
accepted the responsibility and stayed there marrying Lakshmi alias 
Krishna Bai. In 1910,. Smt. Krishna Bai gave birth to a female child. 
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But it passed away within a few days. Smt. Krishna Bai also passed 
away in 1927 due to asthama. Then, Shri Govinda Pai was only 44 
years old, but he did not marry again. As the eldest member of the 
family, he looked after his younger brothers and their children with 
great affection. 


Smt. Krishna Bai was helpful to her husband in his literary 
work. She was well versed in Marathi. Encouraged by her, Shri Pai 
made a deen study of the Marati language. For sometime, Shri Pai 
was with Kaka Kalelkar at Nausari. Then Smt. Krishna Bai wrote to 
her husband and requested him to study Marathi literature with the 
help of Shri Kalelkar who was a great Marathi scholar. Shri Pai used 
to say that he had written an epic fragment by name ‘Sairandhri' 
encouraged by his wife. 


Shri Pai remembered his departed wife all along the rest of his 
life. He would get up before dawn with the singing birds. He would 
then finish his daily naturai routine and take bath. He wouid then 
gather flowers from the garden and offer the flowers before the portrait 
of his wife kept in the room and silently pray. He dedicated ‘Gilivindu’, 
his first collection of poems to “Krishna” in memory of his wife. He 
wrote his poems ‘Nanda Deepa’ (Ever burning lamp) as an ‘offering of 
tears' to the memory of his wife and as a ‘dedication’ to fate who 
separated them. He named the collection of poems as ‘Nanda Deepa’, 
as it was a lamp lit before God from the fire of sorrow caused by his 
wife's death and which would burn continuously in him till his very 
end. ‘Nanda Deepa’ is a rare poetical work in which the pain of 
separation from his beloved is transformed into yearning for God. In 
1928, Shri Govinda Pai wrote the verses, “Gommata Jina Stuti”, 
which also he dedicated to the memory of his wife. The name of 
Krishna Bai at her mother's place was Lakshmi. Many poems in 
‘Nanda Deepa’ bear the name ‘Lakshmi’. 


Shri Pai marched ahead, along the path of poetry like a lion till 
his wife was alive. But after the demise of his wife he reduced his 
poetry-writing much for some time and engaged himself mostly in 
research. In this connection, he told this writer thus : 
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“The nature of poetry is a very tender and delicate. It is filled 
through and through with the nine rasds. If one engages himself in 
poetry, he naturally begins to recollect his family life, the world of 
tastes and the sweetness of worldly joys. | had to forget such things 
and divert my attention. Therefore, | took up the work of research. 
Research is an exploration of truth. It is not enough if we know some 
truth or half truth, but we must know the full truth. If we wish to 
realise the full truth, concentration of mind is absolutely essential. 
Then, the tenderness of mind and the experience of the nine rasas 
are minimised. The sweet memories of family life, fade away and the 
mind gets fixed on the sole purpose of research. 


What a noble work he chose as his hobby to control his self; 
But, in spite of all this, the sweet lady of poetry did not leave him. 
Later he wrote many poetical works of rare charm and superb quality 
and became the Poet Laureate in Kannada. 


THE SCHCLAR POET : 


Following account tells how he was again motivated to write 
poetry quite seriously. 


During this period, Shri Pai began to spend most of his time in 
research and he became famous more as a man of research than as 
a poet. He used to study palm-leaf writings and inscriptions and 
a large number of articles he wrote on religious preceptors like 
Buddha and Mahaveera, and poets like Pampa and Ranna were 
published in many journals. He also wrote articles about the royal 
dynasties like the Rashtrakoctas, the Hoysalas, the Gangas and 
the Kadambas. During this period, in the year 1940, a collection of 
_ poems by name 'Chengalane’ was published by Shri Pandeshwara 
Ganapathi Rao, one of the closest associates of Shri Pai. One of 
the poems in the collection is titled Panditha Vakki. The following 
is the gist of the poem: 


"Oh bird ! you sit and doze in the forest of time, shrouded in 
forgetfulness. Your feathers are shrunk. You have been eating the 


12 


pearls strung in the thread of history and cracking the nuts of 
dialogues about truth and falsehood. Are you not satisfied yet ? 
But, see the Death in front of you ! You are now engaged in dry 
argumentation, thinking of only yesterdays. You were a good 
singer. But why have you forgotten to sing and are quiet ? Being 
unable to sing we are sobbing aloud. Time is slipping from our hands. 
Those who are not real singers are putting up a show and 
posing as great singers. But, why doesn't the scholar-bird of our 
garden sing ? Oh sweet-voiced Cuckoo, we entreat you, sing 
merrily and grant our prayers". 


This entreaty and warning to the scholar-bird did not go in vain. 
The earnest request made by the Kannada world, through Shri 
Pandeshwar, disirous of listening to the poetic voice of Shri Pai 
became fruitful. There-after, he wrote many poetical works of excellent 
quality and enriched Kannada literature. ‘Hebberalu' (Thumb), one of 
his poetic dramas was published as also “Vaishakhi’, his epic 
fragment. Many narrative poems, sonnets and lyric poems of great 
worth came to be written and the literary world came to remernber 
this great poet for ever. 


PATRIOTISM : 


In those days the spirit of our nation was thirsting for freedom. 
Even the dumb became eloquent in those days. The youth of our 
country were rushing forward with the spirit of sacrificing everything 
for the sake of the country. Towering personalities like Tilak and> 
Gandhiji were our leaders. Non-vioient satyagrahis and revolutionaries 
entered the battle-field in thousands, vowing for the liberation of our 
motherland. A large number of people engaged themselves in social 
activities like removal of untouchability, knhadi and communal harmony. 
Shri Pai also took the vow of khadi and scrupulously observed it till 
his last breath. He wrote poems on themes like communal harmony 
and eradication of untouchability. He awakened the people through 
spirited poems on the theme, “freedom or death”. 
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He set out on his tour to Nausari with this very purpose. 
Inspired by Shri Aravinda Ghosh, one Shri Deshapande, who was in 
the service of the Maharaja of Baroda had established an Institute of 
National Education. Eventhough Shri Aravinda Ghosh turned io 
spiritualism and came to be known as Maharshi during the iater part 
of his life, he was engaged in secret revolutionary activities during 
his earlier days. Shri Govinda Pai decided to dedicate himself to the 
service of his motherland and went there to serve in that institute of 
National Education. 


Shri Deshapande sent Shri Pai to Kaka Kalelkar, who was 
working in the same Institute. The intimacy then established. between 
them lasted till the end. Both of them were great scholars and great 
patriots. Shri Pat then evinced keen interest in the revolutionary 
activities of our nation of those days. But how to divuige the 
secrets to new entrants ? How to hide things from a true friend ? 
Shri Kalelkar vacillated for sometime. But he soon realised that 
Shri Pai was trustworthy to the core and acquainted him with some of 
the revolutionary activities. Shri Pai also became acquainted with 
Shri Mohanlal Pandya. who was working in another section of the 
same establishment. in the meantime, he got the news of his wife's 
serious illness. He was compelled to ieave Nausari. Thus, Shri Pai 
lost the opportunity of sacrificing himself for his motherland as a 
revolutionary. Shri Pai was closely associated with great patriots like 
Shri R.K. Prabhu and Shri H.V Kamath. Shri H.V. Kamath was one 
of his near reiations. 


GANDHIJI'S WALKING STICK : 


The acquaintanace between Shri Pai and Shri Kalelkar resulted in 
a historic event. Shri Kalelkar started on a tour of the whole country to 
propagate the national language. He came to Mangalore as per his 
programme and from there he came to Manjeshwar to meet his old 
friend. He stayed with Shri Pai for a day. When he was about to depart 
Shri Pai presented him an old walking stick. It was a precious thing 
used by Shri Pai's ancestors. When Mahatma Gandhiji started on 
Dandi March in 1930, Shri Kalelkar offered it to Gandhiji. It's the very 
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same walking stick which Gandhiji used during the historic Dandi March. 
This ‘precious cane', a momento of Dandi March, is now kept in the 
museum where the things used by Gandhiji are preserved. Itis a 
matter of pride to all of us that people all over the world remember the 
precious gift of Shri Pai as long as ‘they remember Gandhiji, the father 
of our Nation and his historic Dandi March. 


The first poem of Shri Govinda Pai was published in ‘Suvasinr, 
a monthly literary magazine published from Mangalore. This magazine 
was started in Mangalore in July 1900 due to the concerted efforts of 
pre-emiment lovers of literature like Bolar Vittal Rao, Benegal Rama 
Rao and Panje Mangesh Rao. Shri Govinda Pai's first poem 
consisting of three ‘Kanda’ stanzas with the title ‘Suvasin/’ was first 
printed and published in that year's August issue of the magazine. He 
had written it in connection with the poetry competition organised by 
the magazine. Shri Pai won the first prize for his poem. Eventhough 
the title of the poem and the name of the magazine were the same, 
the ideas expressed in the poem were very broad-based. The term 
‘Suvasini’ stands for a married woman (Sumangala) who is a symbol! 
of motherhood and sweet-scented flower. The three stanzas remind us 
of our mother and express the noble sentiments that the fragrance of 
mother-tongue should spread ail over our country. The ijact that he 
wrote his poem in his young age in ‘Kanda’, a metre suited for 
mature ideas and acquired success and won the first prize in the 
competition is a proof of his wealth of talent and skill in versification. 


CHAIN OF FIRSTS : 


Shri Pai was equally gifted in prose as in poetry. He translated 
“Raivataka”, “Kurukshetra”, and “Prabhasa” the three Bengali poetical 
works of Naveenachandra Sen about the life of Shri Krishna, into 
Kannada in prose. He published six chapters of the work in 
‘Swadeshabhimani'’. This was Shri Pai's first work in prose. Then he 
translated ‘Nigalasuttha’, a Sutra of Buddhism from Pali into Kannada. 
He got it published in the same magazine in 1911. In 1916, he read 
the works of eminent Greek tragedians like Aeschylus, Sophocles and 
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Euripides. In 1930, he commenced writing ‘Sairandhri’, a play abou 
the story of Keechaka in the Virata Parva of Mahabharata, modelle 

upon Greek tragedies. When he had written 510 lines in ‘Veer. 

Dwipadi, (heroic couplets), his only one niece passed away. Due to the 
resulting grief, the plan remained incomplete. 


Shri Pai was much interested in writing sonnets, a popular 
verse form in western poetry and wrote many good sonnets. ‘The Birth 
of Poetry’ (Kavithavatara) was his first sonnet written in 1916. It was 
published in ‘Kannada Kogile’ (nightingale of Kannada), a monthly 
literary magazine which was being published in Mangalore under the 
editorship of Pandit Shri Muliya Thimmappayya. 


Fitzgerald nad translated into English, the ‘Rubaiyat' of the word 
famous Persian poet Omarkhayyam. Shri Pai translated it into 
Kannada. Eventhough Shri D.V. Gundappa and Shri Matt! 
Radhakrishna Rao later translated the ‘Rubaiyat’ into Kannada 
as ‘Umarana Osage’ (Happy news from Omar) and ‘Panapooje’ 
(wine-worship) respectively, the credit of first bringing this famous 
poetical work into Kannada goes to Shri Pai. — 


Shri Pai was instrumental in many innovations for the first time 
in the literary history of Kannada. As a result of all these bold literary 
enterprises he was rightly honoured as the first Poet Laureate 
in Kannada. 


Ik COLLECTIONS OF POEMS 


FLOCK OF PARROTS : 


‘Gilivindu' (Flock of Parrots) was Shri Govinda Pai's first 
collection of poems. Shri Pai started writing in 1900 and this is the 
collection of poems he wrote for thirty years. It was published in 1935. 


, There are 45 + 1 poems of varying length in this collection. | 
includes the 75 stanzas of Omar Khayyam's Rubaiyat in translation 


A few poems in this collection are translations but most of the poems 
are original works. 
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“Like a flock of parrots coming from somewhere and going 
- somewhere, if these words sing in my heart for a while do they become 
mine ? During the course of their flight, if the parrots see a garden and 
rest there for a while, do they become the property of the garden ?”. 


This is the central theme of the poem ‘Gilivindu’. The poet 
politely states that the voice of the universe sings as the voice of the 
poet. Playing with his dear sister in the backyard of his house, the 
poet searches each thicket, catches a butterfly and presents it to his 
little sister. But she is afraid even to mildly touch the dust on the 
wings of the butterfly. This is the picture of innocent childhood 
depicted in the poem, “To the Butterfly” (Chittege), a translation of an 
English poem by Wordsworth. The poem, “Where is God ?” 
(Paramatmanelliruvanu 7?) is in ‘couplets’ and it can be sung in the 
tune of ‘Dasarapadagalu’. Who is God ? Where is he ? How is he ? 
These questions have been the subject of debate all over the world 
from time immemorial. The poet poses these questions and narrates 
a profound philosophy in a very simple style. 


“God exists in every atom, in every particle of dust, in every 
blade of grass and in every chip of wood. His reflection shines in the 
sun. Man is God's own image. Stars are his eyes and he sees 
through them. He breathes through the cool breeze. He slowly walks 
in the low lands. He is alert to every sound emanating from different 
directions. He smiles in fragrant flowers. He sings in the sweet voice 
of the cuckoo. Those who open their eyes and look at the beautiful 
nature can see Him”. 


“Banakkige” is a long poem. It is the Kannada version of the 
poem “To a Skylark” by Shelley. The Skylark shoots up from the 
ground to the sky and sings melodiously in the high sky. It is more 
pleasing than a poem and its inner meaning. In this poem, the poet 
expresses his feeling that the wonderful skill of the Skylark is a 
source of inspiration even to a poet. ‘Hindusthan Hamara’ is the 
Kannada version of the famous Urdu poem of Iqbal. This patriotic 
song was sung by crores of people during our freedom struggle. 


“Our land, Bharath is the most beautiful in the whole world. 
Wherever we may be, our hearts are always at the feet of our mother. 
Hundreds of river-girls are playing on the lap of this mother. Our 
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religions do not teach to hate each other. All of us are the children o 
Bharath. We pray that we may be blessed to be born in the womb o 
this mother in all our future births”. 


Such is the prayer, the poet offers in this poem. It is such patrioti 
fervour that brought freedom to our couniry. in these days many poets lik 
labal and Tagore awakened the people in every state through patrioti 
poems. For instance, mention can be made of Govinda Pai in Kannada 
Vallathol in Malayalam and Subrahmanya Bharati in Tamil. 


“Vidaya” (farewell) is the Kannada version of a poem of Tagore. 
child leaving its mother says : “/ breathe deep in your heart through the ai 
you breathe. | embrace you in the form of little waves when you bathe. 
When you lie alone at night, | slip down from leaves as dew drops an 
become your anklets. | flash with my eyes of lightning. | become the 
nectarous rays of the moon. | fondle you in dreams. Be assured that ! 
am always with you as the pupil of your eye and am resting on your lap 
sucking your breast. Oh ! my beloved mother, bid me farewell”. 


Thus the sentiment of affectionate compassion on the parting of 
mother and child is beautifully depicted in this poem. Another poem, 
“Holeyanaru ? (Who is an untouchable ?) is about untouchability and 
infuses patriotism : 


“One who listens to the secrets of others, one who separates 
husband and wife, one who slanders, one who causes suffering tc 
animals, one who consumes intoxicants, one who gambles, one whe 
lusts for another's wife and wealth, one who doesn't educate others, one 
who is wicked, one who repays not his debt, one who does _ not keep his 
words, one who is self righteous, one who does not work for building his 
nation, one who betrays his motherland, one who is selfish and forgets 
the welfare of his nation and one who does not have even an iota o 
patriotism, these are the untouchables and outcastes. The untouchable: 
are not outside the village. Nobody is an outcaste by birth”. 


“Turkiya Paravagi Devarodane Prarthane” (Prayer to God or 
behalf cf Turkey) was written, when arrogant Italy attacked Tripoli o 
the weak and poor Turkey. In this context, we may recollect the 
support given by our national heroes to the Khilafath Movement : 
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“Oh God, protect always those who are weak, those who have 
lost their way and those who are ignorant of the new political 
policies and battle plans. End this war, destroy the arrogant, shower 
friendship and let not our land and waters be contaminated with 
blood. Protect us”. 


The voice of the hymns of peace sung from the age of 
Upanishads, reverberates in this poem. Another poem ‘Kavitha’, 
(Poem) states that a poem is the confluence of the three rivers, mind, 
thoughi and dream. 


According to Shri Pai, 2 poem is “a lotus of the mind, the 
sandy shore of the sea of sorrows, the harvest of music, a ruby in 
the mind of contemplation, food for the amorous and a trumpet in the 
struggle of life, and a poet who composes such poems is a bee that 
drinks the nectar of freedom”. 


Shri Pai reminds the duty of the poet by saying that a poet 
shouid ceaselessly work for the welfare of others without any fear. 


“One can see God wher one enjoys the beauty of nature. The 
firmament above is the flag of God's empire. The sun is the trumpet 
of light and he proclaims the greatness of God. Night, the queen of 
poets is singing the sports of God after removing her necklace of 
stars and lighting the lamp of ambrosia. In the bellowing wind, in the 
voice of flowing river, in the handmirror of the sea and in every place, 
one can see the presence of God. | do not know how | should 
worship you. Like a child who lisps when calling its mother, | also 
lisp and sing your name”. 


Such is the unsophisticated devotion expressed in the poem 
‘Vishwanjali’ (Universal offering). é 


Haleya Nanya (Old Coin) is a lengthy poem. The old coin plays 
hide and seek without setting aside its mask of silence. Anyone may 
doubt what beauty there can be in an old coin covered with dust and dirt. 
The poet replies that the beauty that is visible is charming but the invisible 
beauty is more charming. He asks whether the beauty that transcends 
the grasp of eyes and dreams is insignificant. The Old Coin thus inspires 
Shri Pai, who was also a man of research in history. 
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When a cruel hunter shot an arrow at the couple of heron 
(Krouncha), Valmiki's heart was moved with compassion. The veena 
of Vani, the Goddess of knowledge, sang with choked voice and the 
song of tears was born. This incident is described in the sonnet, 
Kavithavatara (The birth of poetry). It may be recollected that poetry 
took birth in Shri Pai also when he heard a similar song of pathos. 


‘Bharatha Bhagya Vidhatha’ (The maker of India's Destiny) is a 
patriotic song. Addressing the maker of Indian's Destiny, the poet prays to 
him to grant the milk of kindness to us who are thirsting for freedom. “We 
have nothing to offer, eventhough we beg you to grant us the nectar of 
freedom. Poverty is our wealth. Can we offer it to you ?” The poet says 
that we would offer the toe-rings of tears and decorate his feet. “Rashtriya 
Shikshana Sapthahada Kare” (The call of National Educational Week) is 
another patriotic song. Those were the days when we discarded the 
English Educational Institutions founded by the British and established 
National Schools to educate our people. In this poem, it is stated that we 
must not taste the language once tasted by others. Intense love of 
mothertongue is expressed in this poem. 





Pataragittige (To the Butterfly) is a sonnet. The poet is reminded 
of his amorous courting when he sees the butterfly and suffers the 
pangs of separation. 


Kelisade Kare ? (Don't you hear my Call ?) is another beautiful 
lyric. A thing of love which is dearly cherished by the poet is not near 
him but far far off. The poet eagerly desires that it should be near 
him. -The call is addressed to God or to the deity of one's own heart. 
The call may not be heard as the thing is not before the poet. Even 
an eye cannot see itself, unless there is a mirror in front. Without 
delivering the child in the womb a mother cannot enjoy the beauty of 
its face. The poem concludes with the beautiful example that when the 
thread hoiding the kite of one's life snaps, it may stray away to the 
dark forest or move to your abode in the land of the Sun. 


In the poem ‘Yesu, Krishna’ (Jesus and Krishna), the major 
events in the lives of the two great Godly personalities are compared. 
On the authority of the sacred books of the Hindus and Christians, it 
has been substantiated that there are many similarities between the 
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two in birth, childhood, life, service of the weak and the humble and 
establishment of Dharma. Consider the narrow-mindedness of the 
Christian missionaries who used to propagate that Jesus was superior 
to Krishna and the broad-mindedness of Shri Govinda Pai. In a poem 
‘Nambalenthu’ (How to believe ?) Shri Pai wonders how one can have 
a correct idea of the divine sports of Srikrishna in the past when he 
took birth in the Yadu dynasty, if he does not repeat the same now. 


“Mahatmara Upavasa” (Gandhiji's fast), is a poem on Gandhiji. 
Gandhiji went on a twenty one day fast in 1924. This is a poem 
written during those days. In this poem the poet states : 


“Sage Shuka who taught Shrimadbhagavatha to King 
Pareekshith, Shri Buddha who went on fast under the peepal tree at 
Uruvela, Jesus who entered into fast on the bank of river Jordon, 
Mohammed who fasted in the cave of Mount Heera, and Mahatma 
Gandhi who is fasting now, all these great Godly personalities fasted for 
the welfare of the world. The same power awakens the world in every 
age for the successful fulfilment of a common basic principle. The fast 
would be concluded and the seed of love now sown all over India will 
grow and spread as the beautiful creeper of India's good fortune”. 


The hair-raising story of sacrifice of millions of Indians who 
volunteered to offer themselves in the sacrificial fire of Satyagraha 
thrills our beings. We may here recollect that the words of the poet 
‘became prophetic. 


Shri Pai had unusual affection for Tulunad. In his articles on 
historical research at every available opportunity he referred, to South 
Kanara as Tulunad. The poet dearly loved the whole humanity, his 
motherland and Karnataka and also had a great love for the Taulava 
mother who was the mother of his “father and mother’. 


He apostrophizes Tulunadu as foilows in this poem : 


“Victory to you Oh! Thaulava mother, you are the mother of 
my ‘father and mother’, you are the cooi shade of heaven on earth. 
You came out of the womb of the sea when Parashurama flung his 
axe and rested on the lap of mother India. You played on the Veena 
of Sahyadri. You showered the consecrated rice (Akshatha), the rain 
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of the rays of sun and moon and the coolness in all directions. You 
played new tunes of fresh seasons, the sky and the sea attended on 
you. You are the maternal home of Satyaputras, Bhairavas, Bangas 
and Ajilas. Yours is the mother's house of Thuiuvas. You are the 
guard-house protecting all others. Your tempies are like the doors of 
your righteousness. Virtues flow in the form of your rivers. Many 
temples and great statues are also found here. The sculptures 
appear as frozen dreams. The green spread everywhere looks like 
your hair standing on their ends. The birds, animals and butterflies 
here, sing the music of life. Hindus, Jains, Muslims and Christians 
here are members of the same family. God the father of all these 
people is one. You are the only mother of all of us. Oh mother ! like 
a lake looks after the lotus, you, the ancient one have been looking 
after us, placing us securely in your heart's cradle. Being born in your 
womb, | am fortunate to see this flower of my poem blossoming. 
Accept the fragrance of this flower at thy feet lest it should go waste 
in dirt and dust. When | take leave of you, kindly bless this child to 
lake birth again in your womb”. - 


What a wonderful way of offering thanks ! What a rare admiration ! 


“Chataka” (Rain bird), is another sonnet. The poet is tired of 
searching for the bird's body, voice and its abode. when the poet 
asks whether it is really a flying bird or a figment of his own 
imagination, the bird replied, “Do not unnecessarily search for me 
anywhere outside. | am not a bird from outside. | am the bird that fills 


your heart and flows into ears with sweet chirping when your thoughis 
clash and dreams flash”. 


Shri Pai has written a sonnet with the title 
“Aidaidaranithaiduthaiditha Kalam” (The fatal hour arrived after twenty 
five years) about his life-companion who passed away. The poet 
remembers his wife and sheds tears. 


“It is now twenty five years since your parents gave you in 
marriage to me. Life for me today is dark. | gave no happiness to 
you but you gave me nothing but happiness. From the date of 
marrying me you had only sorrow as your lot. Eventhough | sucked 
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your beauty and quenched my passion | did not understand the 
invaluable worth of the love of your heart. Please come to my heart 
at least now and offer me the alms of love. | shall dedicate all my 
life for thy love. Please come to my heart and home. | am placing 
my flowers of tears on your braid. This is the choicest flower of my 
heart. Wear it on your braid”. 


“Marete” (| forgot) is another sonnet which is a blend of love 
and spiritualism: 


“It is not known when death disappeared after laying this egg 
in the nest of life. | forgot you when | spread my wings of desire and 
wandered in space. You are making me wander again and again. The 
overflowing sorrow is visible in my heart and eyes. Softly open your 
delicate eye-lids and see me”. 


“Shri Vidyaranyara adidavaregaialli” (At the lotus feet of Shri 
Vidyaranya) are verses in old Kannada written in different stanza 
forms. Altogether, there are fifteen verses in this poem, written 
commemorating Shi Vidyaranya's sacred death anniversary. The poet 
praises the great sage thus : 


Shri Vidyaranya was the architect of Karnataka. He was a 
physician to the disease of atheism. He had gone a long way in the 
path of Vedantha, and saved the Vedic dharma. He was the sun who 
dispelled the overwhelming darkness caused by the hordes of 
uncivilised people. Eventhough his mother-tongue was Kannada, in 
coordination with his brother Sayana, he wrote detailed commentary 
on the Vedas. With his knowledge of the Supreme, he prevented the 
decline of dharma. He fought the armies of infidels with the valour 
behoving the warrior class. It is our goodfortune that he was born in 
our land. He strove for the welfare of our land. At present we do not 
see any one like you from Kanyakumari to the Himalayas. If there 
were anyone like you, our country would not be in such a pitiable 
situation. For our sake, please do not forget this home of yours, this 
sacred land of Bharath. Who else can bless us with full favourable 
fortune except you ?” Therefore the poet hopes that we all will 
remember Shri Vidyaranya as long as the State of Karnataka, Hindu 
religion and India last. 
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‘At the Ferry’ is another lyric poem. A man crosses the river 
early in the morning and comes to the fair. He wanders in the fair and 
purchases the perishable things he wanted. Then he desires to go to 
the yonder bank again. “My wife came to the market much later than 
me. She moved with me here but left for home sometime back. Won't 
she feel bad if | do not go home ? Oh! Lord of the river, why don't 
you come at other times than the appointed time ? Please take me 
to the other bank at the earliest. Alas ! don't you hear her wail ?”” 
The man's soul thus prays to the Lord. The banks of the river stand 
for the two worlds, this and the other. The fair signifies our fleeting life 
in this world. From this fair, everyone goes back to the house where 
all people meet. This metaphor is quite fascinating !” 


Atmanam Viddhi is another sonnet. One cannot know others 
unless one knows oneself. In this poem it is stated that brahmacharya 
(celibacy) is the only path to self-knowledge. The poet prays God for 
the alms of brahmacharya. The poem “Yugadiya Nenapu’”’ 
(Remembrance of the first day of the year) is also a remembrance of 
the departed life partner on Yugadi. The poet remembers the last 
‘Yugadi’ (New Year's day). When she was a feast to the eyes of the 
poet. The poet remembers the present gulf between himself and her 
and laments. He states that it will be his festival day when he joins 
her. He remembers the scene when his life companion entered the 
funeral fire like a bride entering the wedding pandal. He thinks that 
whatever that happens to the cradle after the death of the child is 
immaterial and-laments at the fate of his hollow life. 


Bale Ninnaya thammanelli ? (Oh girl, where is your brother ?) is 
another lengthy poem. Both the elder sister and the younger brother 
are young children. The younger brother expires. The poet asks the 
girl where her brother is. Thinking that her brother is still alive, the 
innocent girl replies that her brother was with her during the previous 
day. He had also come to play with her during that night. Then 
onwards, she could never see him even in her dreams. But her 
memory too did not fade away. Her mother was shedding tears. She 
requested her mother to enable her to enjoy the company of her 
brother. In return for the favour, she expressed her readiness to offer 
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her bangles. This request also was in vain. Eventhough she peeped 
through the doors of tomorrows and searched the basket of her 
desires for her brother it appeared empty”. The agitated mind of the 
innocent girl is described in a very touching manner in this poem. 


‘Kwa’ is a poem containing the questions “What after death?” 
This question has been haunting every thinker from time immemorial. 
In Katha Upanishad, we come across the story of Nachiketa asking 
this question to Yama and winning boons. What after death ? How is 
the path ? How far is the journey ? Do the people who go there stay 
there permanently or do they return ? Do they remember the 
companions here or do they forget ? Do those who are separated 
meet together ? Thus, the painful memory of the departed soul and 
thoughts of spiritualism are reflected here. 


“Kolugulada Manavi” (Plea from the battlefield) is one of the 
best poems of Shri Pai. Eventhough Shri Pai was inspired by the 
German poet Theodre Corner, this poem with the strength of its inner 
essence reads like an original poem. This is the war drum that 
resounded from the western coast during the time of our freedom 
struggle. This is a heroic song of the nation. A soldier about to leave 
for the front prays the Lord to grant him all necessary strength “to do 
or die” for the sake of motherland. 


“War has commenced. Canon-balls are roaring like thunder. 
Trumpets are sounding. The soldier is marching ahead like a living 
gun. The struggle is not to conquer another country, but to free the 
motherland from slavery. The soldier is prepared to wage the war of 
righteousness. He is in need of God's grace. He is ready to fight till 
life throbs in him and sword shines in his hand. Fighting is his only 
duty. It is one and the same whether he lives or dies. In the name of 
God, he has already drawn out his sword. It is one and the same 
whether he marches towards victory or gets ready to meet death”. 
“You granted me this life. You only can take it back. Bless me either 
to live or to die, as per your wish. | do not wish to live in this 
sorrowing motherland. | have performed the last rites of all my worldly 
desires. | do not want heaven even if ! die. But grant me_ rebirth in 
my own motherland”. 


Pas) 


What a heroic voice ! What a patriotism! What a noble prayer 
The pattern of the poem, the composition of words, rhyme in th 
middle and end of each line, the way in which the last line of eac 
stanza is repeated as the first line of the next stanza, the scintillatin 
sentiments, the metre which inspires the war spirit, all have com 
together to transform it into an inspiring song. 


‘Pandarapuradalli’ (At Pandarpur) is a devotional song on Vitoba, 
the deity of Pandarpur. The poet luckily came to Pandarpur and he 
experienced a sense of fulfilment on seeing Pandarinath, the deity. 
The place where great devotees like Tukaram and Namadev had the 
sacred visions of Pandarinath is really sanctifying. All the sins he had 
committed, all the virtues he did not earn and all his remaining life he 
offered there to the Supreme Brahman. 


‘Palumarike’ (Milk-vending) is another lengthy poem. A certain 
milk-maid wanted to go to the other bank of the river. Therefore, 
carrying the milk on her head, she came to the river bank. Still there 
was time for the pot to arrive. So she added some water to the milk 
and filled the pot to the brim. Then, the boat arrived. She sat in the 
boat and the boat started. Then her face beamed with pleasure. Now 
her ear ring slipped and sank in the water below. She felt very sad. 
Then a fun-loving person sitting nearby said, “Why do you 
unnecessarily worry ? You can work hard in future also as you 
worked earlier. You are still young. There are enough sources of water 
in the locality. Gold also is available. Water can be added only to 
milk. It cannot be added to butter or ghee. The share of water went 
to water. What remains is the share of milk. You cannot escape 
getting proper wages for the work you did”. 


“Kannadigara Thayi” (Mother of Kannadigas) is another very 
popular and famous poem of Shri Pai. Its music of words, dignified 
meaning, appealing beat, sweetness of sound and metre, are 
excellent. The following is the prose rendering of the poem : 


“Mother of Kannadigas, show thy face once. You gave birth to 
us. Please bless us. Oh! Mother, You ought to protect your children. 
You have calmly suffered many of the wrongs done by your children. 
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You have most lovingly looked after us. You are our very life. We can 
never forget you. Our body, mind and words, all are Kannada. In this 
land, there are many trees yielding fruits and nuts. There are many 
creepers full of leaves and flowers. The breeze here is blowing 
through waves and hills. There are varied birds, beasts and reptiles. 
There are many rivers, cities and mountains in this land. It looks as 
though the heaven of honey and milk has come down to the earth. 
This land of Karnataka is famous from the days of Ramayana and 
Mahabharatha. This land is made famous by the epochmaking 
Shalivahana, by the kings of Chalukya, Rashtrakuta, Ganga, 
Kadamba, Hoisala, Kalachoorya dynasties and by the kings of 
Vijayanagara. Great preceptors of Jaina, Madva and Shaiva religious 
systems have added to the fame of Karnataka. Karnataka is also 
famous for poets like Pampa, Ranna, Janna, Shadakshari and 
Muaddana and for the sculptural wealth of Halebeedu, Belur, Belagola 
and Karkala. Kannada is an ancient language. Just like the musk-deer 
knows not the scent of musk, Kannadigas do not know the fragrance 
of Kannada. Oh, Mother of Kannadigas ! instil new inspiration in us 
and spread the fresh fragrance of Kannada all over the world”. 


Millions of Kannadigas have always responded to the dignified 
meaning, tune and beat of this poem. 


‘Beku-beaa’ (| want - | do not want) is another lengthy poem. It 
can be paraphrased thus : 


In the background of ‘“‘wants’, the sense of abject poverty, of 
having nothing is present. Why do you entertain such mental poverty? In 
the same way, the egoism that one possesses all he needs exists in the 
background of the statement "| do not want". Man can live in peace if he 
can shed the false ideas connected with "Wants and wantlessness". Did 
anyone beg for and obtain this water we drink, this air of life, this strength 
of mind, this abode of earth, these ever fresh ideas, this overflowing life 
and this fine physique ? When all these have been received without your 
asking, why is this cringing and crying ?" 


‘Hengasu’ (Woman) is a Sonnet. 
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Roopa Gosai, a reputed disciple of Chaitanya Dev declined to 
see Meera Bai on the ground that she was a woman. Then Meera 
questioned him, "Can't his sense of renunciation put up with the face 
of a woman ?" What kind of a vow is this ? How can this Gosai 
aspire for the vision of God when he does not realise the oneness 
between man and woman ? Has this Gosai forgotten who Radha was 
? Can one obtain Shri Krishna without becoming Radha ?" 


‘Saphala' (Fruitful) is another lyric poem and it successfully 
reflects the poet's egalitarian view of life. Stars asked the glow worms, 
“Are you lighting yourselves with our lamps ?" and ridiculed them. The 
roaring waves derided the crickets, “Are you singing our songs ? and 
derided them. It was a rainy day in July. The hills were dozing. A 
traveller was walking along the narrow path, in the valley. Not a 
single star then shone, not a single wave then roared. But the 
traveller saw the glow worms glowing and heard the crickets singing. 
He was enthused when he could clearly see his path and hear the 
crickets singing and he continued his journey. The light of the stars is 
not the only light and the roar of the waves is not the only music in 
the world. Glow of the glow worm is also light. The sound of the 
cricket is also music. There is a proper place in the world not only for 
the rich and the great but also for the poor and the small". 


The poem ‘Mahakavi Kumara Vyasanige’ (To Mahakavi Kumara 
Vyasa) contains twenty one stanzas in ‘Bhamine Shatpadi', a 
favourite metre of Kumara Vyasa. 


"Kumara Vyasa is a poet of poets. He is a poet with the vision 
of Sanjaya who graphically presented the story of Mahabharatha as 
an eye witness. All the poets in the past sucked all the milk in the 
two breasts of the Kannada mother. Then a third breast budded out 


and Kumara Vyasa sucked its milk and was blessed with graceful 
literary gift". 


“Pampa, Ranna and Lakshameesha, all have expressed the grace 
and beauty of Kannada in their literary works but only in their respective 
regions. But you have spread the grace and beauty, all over Karnataka. 
You and Lakshmeesha alone have securely enshrined Lord Shrikrishna in 
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the sanctum sanctorum of Kannada literature. Your name will last till 
Kannada language lives and the people listen to Bharatha". 


- An appropriate tribute to Poet Kumara Vyasa ! 


"Summanekennanu Vidhiye Kadisuve ?" (Why do you 
unnecessarily pester me Oh! Fate?" is another sonnet : 


The Fate that persistently refuses to give the poet what he 
wants and thrusts on him what he does not want, vexes him. He 
dislikes this day on which his beloved was snatched away from him. 
He does not want ‘the tomorrow' which does not show her to him. He 
would be satisfied with the 'yesterday' when she was alive. The poet 
requests Fate to grant him that 'Yesterday' if possible. 


“Ballude lathe phalam thanna" (Does a creeper know its fruit ?) 
is one of the finest lyrics of Shri Pai. 


"A creeper does not know whether its fruit is sweet or bitter. 
Let the connoisseur accept it if it is sweet or reject it if it is bitter. 
Eventhough none tastes it, its own fruit would never be a burden to a 
creeper. Eventhough none plucks it, it would fall at the foot of the 
creeper and would turn into manure. It would thus make the next yield 
richer. Eventhough, no one at present tastes its fruit, what is the 
harm if the creeper believes that someone may taste it in future ? 
Even if the people reject it in future, why should the creeper lament 
over it ? Didn't the creeper yield the fruit in the most natural manner? 
Eventhough none desires the fruit, the blowing breeze may cause the 
fruit to fall as consecrated rice on the braid of mother earth. Is this not 
enough to the creeper ? Yes, such hope is enough to the creeper. 
Others may not admire one's achievement either today or tomorrow or 
for ever. But is not the satisfaction of achievement very significant to 
one who accomplishes it ?" 


Eventhough men of today or tomorrow or of all times do not 
like a poetical work, is not his own happiness a matter of great value 
to the poet ? Is not that satisfaction enough ? 


"Jeevanadee Madhumasam" (This spring of life) is the cry of 
the poet's heart. 
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"The spring of life is over. The beloved parrot that had com 
and graced our home has flown off. Summer has stepped in midsprin 
and my heart has been burnt out once, the spring is over, can Wi 
enjoy it again ? Can we again get the body which has once fallen 3 
What if the crop is harvested once ? Doesn't it rain again ? Lov 
lives even after the death of body. Is not love immortal !" 


It is enough if the lamp of love burns bright forever in th 
temple of life. This is the desire of the poet. 


"Bardila" (The immortal) is a sonnet written in admiration of th 
poet and his works. This is written in the old aksharavritta and it Is 
scholarly poem. Flowers, joyously singing birds, cocks, cool gree 
forests, brave warriors, kings and queens, none and nothing of thes 
remains now. But the poet's poem alone remains. That alone i 
immortal. Those who think of ‘/ and mine’ have disappeared for ever. 
They cannot be seen, All have gone the way they came. But the 
poet and his works are everlasting. They are heavenly. 


Jaya Jaya’ (Victory ! Victory!) is a partiotic song. The theme is 
the yearning for India's freedom. The poet prays thus. “Our India is é 
beautiful land with the tiny tinkling bells of sea-waves, sarees of the 
green, necklaces of rivers and the braid of snow. When will the sun o 
fortune rise on this land ? When shall we get back the freedom we lost ‘ 
Oh Lord, grant us the freedom we forfeited. In the poem ‘Kavi matt 
Vimarshaka' (The poet and the critic), the relation between the two i: 
analysed. "How can one who cannot write or read poetry, feel the heart 
beats of a poet ? Can a barren woman know the acute birth pangs ? Jus 
as meaning lights up a word, a glance widens the eye, emotion sweeten. 
voice and the banks straighten the river, the critics words should enlighte: 
the poet's creation. ‘Vuntu' (There is) is a quatrain. In this poem, the poe 
asks Kala, the God of time, whether there is anything which is beyond hi 
reach and within our power. To this, Kala replies in the affirmative an 
says that the poem that takes birth in the intuitive world of the poet is suc 
a thing. ‘Elli ?' (Where?) is also a quatrain. The silver mountain and th 
ocean of milk (Rajatadri and Ksheerasagara) are situated where live suc 
men who love all beings, who do not hurt others, who see the one God | 
all religions and who wear out all their lives for their motherland". 
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The famous Rubayiyat written in Persian by Omar Khayyam was 
‘translated into English by Fitzgereld. Based on its first edition, Shri Pai 
‘wrote seventy five stanzas with the title ‘Omar Khayyam’. This is the 
first translation of Omar Khayyam that has appeared in Kannada. 
Words like toddy, liquor, honey, grapes, pot, bucket, beloved etc., that 
appear in the poem connote devotion divine Knowledge, human heart, 
contemplation, solitude, conscience and spiritual guidance. 


Omar Khayyam belongs to the twelth century. ‘Rubai' is a 
quatrain with the last end rhyme. ‘Rubayiyat' is the plural of ‘Rubai’. 
The work is well-known as ‘Omar Khayyam’. Shri Pai has written a 
poem in English in the beginning and has expressed his admiration 
stating how the songs of Omar thrilled him. He has openly stated that 
the good points in the translation are Omar's and the defects if any 
are his own. 


This Himalayan literary work of the Persian poet which is a 
synthesis of spiritualism and worldly life, has declared that spiritualism 
is the real purpose of poetry. Scholars of all languages, all over the 
world, have analysed and explained this work in many excellent 
ways. This work is also famous in Kannada, Malayalam and other 
languages. ‘Omar Khayyam’ also is an excellent example for Shri 
Govinda Pai's mature poetical skill and scholarly ideas. 


The above is a brief analysis of ‘Gillivindu‘. 


'SNEHADEDE BATTALALI BEYE NANDADEEPA' 


It has already been mentioned that Shri Pai's sorrow due to the 
passing away of his wife was transformed into prayer to God and that 
he expressed it in the poem ‘Nandadeepa’. He began to write these 
poems in 1928. The thirty seven poems he thus wrote till 1931 were — 
published in 1968 under the title ‘Nandadeepa’. (Undying lamp). The 
Nandadeepa is to be kept burning at home on all days till we live and 
we should not put out the lamp. In the same way Shri Pai continued 
to write these poems throughout his life. These were published only 
after his death. 


A few of the most touching thematic concerns of the poem are 
given below : 
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"You have not come to my door till now and | haven't invited you. 
But, not a single day passes without remembering you. You did not 
even forbid me from remembering you. Eventhough, the child has 
forgotten its hunger in the thick of playing, will the mother let go the 
child without suckling it ? My days are over. How can | see your 
glowing face ? Where did you snatch away my Lakshmi who shone like 
the moon in the lake of my love ? Come to my heart, atleast now. When 
the food of remembrance became slowly ready in the vessel of my 
loving heart, my mind became an undying lamp of light. | have placed 
this lamp in the dilapidated shrine of my life. You are soft-hearted and 
would melt at the sight of tears. Where else can | search for you ? lam 
now shedding tears. Please come to me atleast now". 


"It is enough if | get a little place to rest silently in a corner of 
your courtyard. It doesn't matter even if no one sees me. | am not 
worthy to stand before you in your court. | do not know music. | have 
no veena or flute to play with. | only have this stringed instrument 
(Kinnari). | require no presents for playing on this. Mine is only a 
servitude in your courtyara". 


"It was a burning summer day. The month of Krittika (23rd 
October) was intensely hot. Day came to an end and night began; 
Thunder roared and lightning flashed. The prophetic bird on the tree is 
babbling and the frog in mud is shrieking. Thousands of glow-worms 
are glimmering on the mango tree near the house like the lights of 
Deepavali. The glow worms suddenly spread out their cool rays and 
happily worship you freeing themselves from their wormy nature. Even 
the enthusiasm of the glow worm is not found in my heart. Pour 
warmth into my heart and make your love fruitful by enabling me to 
stand in your presence like the glow worm". 


"Why did you stealthily come and pull out the flowers | plantea 
in the garden of my life ? Today, the memory of the flowers 
fragrance alone lingers to satisfy my desire. Where can | get back 
my departed Lakshmi, sweet like honey ? Perhaps at the end, | shal 


also see the shadow of the hidden face of Fate, who plucked the 
flower from my garden". 


"Why don't you throw off this broken mud-pot yet which is 
leaking ? You have lovingly placed many of the flowers of your 
| garden on your hair. But why have you allowed this one flower to 
wither off ? Why are you sounding only tunes of sorrow through your 
flute ? Why have you brought me here ? You have allowed by broken 
life to continue. Is it your love or vengeance ?" 


“Thinking that everything that happens is for the best | took 
shelter in your sacred name. Thinking that | should not weep under 
any circumstances | am hardening my heart. But the poor frog cries 
throughout the night. The water of the lake becomes muddy when the 
embankment collapses and mud sinks into water. The water becomes 
clean again only when it rains well. But my mind had no such rain 
of peace. There can be no peace without renunciation of one's 
sensual desires". 


“You had a two-stringed musical instrument". Why did you give 
up playing on it and why are you producing discordant notes pullin 
only one string. Can a river flow-on one bank ? The discordant note: 
produced by one string cannot be sweet. If proper notes are no 
produced on this single string, snap it off and join it with the other’ 


“Oh! death, why do you delay ? | must reach the yonde 
shore. Free up the anchor and activate your rudder ; The waves are 
lashing below and it is raining in torrents from above. What is the 
good of being afraid of all these ? Death is dancing day and 
night before our very eyes". 


“There is no mean work that | have not done. Eventhough 
!_am mean and trivial, the God who created me is great. Atleast 
once, at the end I have to go to Him. Eventhough a star transgresses 
its limits it will not crash into the earth. It will still shine in the sky. | 
am like buttermilk. | do not have the sweet taste of milk". 


“l am like the hard sugarcane node and ! do not have the 
sweetness of sugarcane juice. | am his own part eventhough | don't 
have His greatness. | must merge in Him". 
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“Eventhough | stray away from your path of light and wander, 
can't but come to your own nest in the evening. When the pearl o 
the nosestud becomes loose and falls into the sea, it has a place to 
stay in the vast ocean eventhough the mother oyster does not accep 
it, However much | wander and suffer, however wicked | may become, 
I cannot but join you. Doesn't the moonlight on the dirty mud merge 
again in the moon ?" 


“I am singing as you direct me to sing. | therefore do not claim 
that the song is mine.. The wave is of the sea and the sea is not of 
the wave. Won't you come to me when my heart is washed clean by 
poetry, when my mind refuses to do evil deeds and when worries 
leave me and peace dawns ?" 


"| very well know that you are not happy when !| am sad. 
Therefore, | do not unnecessarily blame you. When | get the wages of 
tears | won't grumble that it is my destiny. When | was offered a flat 
salary | accepted it gladly. As a burnt coir rope retains its ashy form 
kindly bless me with your love till the very end." 


"My sorrow is not only mine. You learnt about it even before 
| became aware-of it, and you are also sad like me. The child 
naturally becomes unhappy when its toy is broken. But still greater is 
the grief of the craftsman who made it. He may not be able @) 
reshape the same. Like one eye trying to console the other when 
both the eyes are shedding tears, | am seeking solace, from you. 


“Pushing aside the doors of my heart's wine-shop, you brought 
the sweet Lakshmi to my life. You placed a mask on me and made 
me forget you. Then, you could not be seen. Where did you 
disappear ? Death, the messenger, forcefully opened the backdoor, 
entered in, drank off my heart's wine, and went away throwing down 
the front door. Under these circumstances, with bent head | am 


waiting before my dilapidated shop to offer my remaining tears at thy 
feet. But you are not to be seen !" 


“l was very closely following your shadow. But eventhougt 
| took great care not to lose sight of it, the shadow disappeared like 


34 


a dream slipping away from memory. | stood waiting at the ford of 
tears with a tired heart, a submissive mind and dulled eyes. But you 
inever came there. May be the ford where | begin my journey and the 
boat meant for me are not the same as yours. | must cross this ford 
in your company. | am sinking my boat of life in your very presence. 
/ must give up this sorrow and follow your shadow". 


"Set aside all work for sometimes. Wake up and listen, he is 
coming. Surely he comes. Don't you hear the roar of the sea even 
before you see it ? Eventhough you reject his company he cannot live 
away from you. Can sight stay away from the eyes ? Oh ! there he is 
coming ! He descends down when you shed tears. 


"We forget that this life is a battle. We think that life is all 
happiness. We therefore break and melt our weapons, hand over them 
to Fate and get ourselves bound in shackles. Why should we have 
weapons if we don't fight ? Why is this life ? Where is security then? 
Think that you are the commander and the army and march aheaa". 


"Holding high the wick of hope | searched for my queen in 
every corner of my house. Then | saw the door leading to Goa's fort. 
What a sea of sameness ! ! saw countless stars which were all 
alike. All the ladies there were like my queen ! It looked as though 
my love had assumed the universal form. Your shadow was present 
where moon, night and direction were absent. Renunciation is the 
only means to enjoy this vision." 


“Summer has come quite untimely. There is no breeze no 
green, no shade, no shine no thunder and no cloud. There is nothing. 
There is not even a drop of tear in the eyes. My mind is dull. There 
is no call, no spring and no sound. | am lethargic. This dry state is 
very painful. Please pour the rain of your compassion on my heart." 


“Perhaps the serpent of worry spreads its hood thus-in the 
ant-hill of worldly pleasures !| Many days have passed away like this 
in gloom. Please liberate me from this bondage. Like the raindrop of 
Swathi becomes pearl, let the smoke-spiral of my gloom shoot up 
straight towards you." 
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"| have heard you declare “Give up all dharmas and tak 
refuge in me alone. | shall then deliver you from all sins." There afte 
| am not afraid of anything in life. My mind, enveloped by the sin 
committed, known and unknown is calling upon you. Show me th 
path leading to you." 


“You fill and overflow all my organs. But | am unhapp 
because | do not feel your touch eventhough | know it. Eventhough 
you exist like fragrance in flower, like the sweet sound in strings and 
like the power of sight in eyes, a flower cannot smell its fragrance, 
a string cannot hear its sound and eyes cannot see the power o 
sight. In the same way, eventhough you are in me totally | am not 
able to understand you." 


"| am inseparable from you like the moon from the moonlight. 
Today | am here. In future, Kala the Lord of Time may carry me 
somewhere else In this activity of life’s evolution, both you and | are 
restless. The pace of moonlight is different from that of the moon. 
Eventhough moonlight spreads in the lake of water lilies and goes to 
the roots of flowers under the mud, it doesn't give up its glow. The 
moon doesn't keep off moonlight thinking that it has become dirty. 
Similarly you also would not forsake me." 


“| do not know why | speak and sing like this. | also do not 
know why you make me speak and sing. If one forcibly spins and 
throws away the toy, it will naturally shriek. | do not speak just to 
waste the time of others. | labour hard to repay my debt to my 
language. The waves may roll on many times. But the debt to the sea 
cannot be repaid by them !" 


‘A beggar followed me requesting for refuge. | ran away to hide 
myself from his sight. Eventhen, | could not forget him. It looked as 
though he was calling me with his staring eyes. | struggled in ever so 
many places for a long time. Everything was dark. Even then, my 
desire to struggle didn't subside. But the path couid not be seen. Then 
| saw the beggar. He appeared like a lamp in the darkness !| He 
lovingly kissed me like my suckling mother and said, "When you 
drove me away, you drove away your own self. The more you 
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drive me away, the nearer / shall come to you. You lost your 
way when you ran in search of happiness. Now | myself have 
come to you in darkness." 


"From today onwards, | am yours for ever. My only goal is to 
think of you and to dream about you. The song you made me sing, 
| have brought it as a present to you. You are the cool shower of 
nectar to soothe my heart. Like the cool breeze outside the closed 
windows is eager to come in, you are waiting to permeate me, 
through and through. Just as the ox doesn't see the oil-crusher 
around which it moves, | do not know you, eventhough you are very 
near to me. Please protect me like water protecting a boat". 


"The evermoving star in the sky cannot merge in the sun 
unless it sets. Likewise, my life also cannot merge in you, unless it 
embraces death. Death grants only peace and fulfils life's purpose. 
Your light is shining like an ever-burning lamp. But | am gazing at the 
wall with my back to your light. | am playing with shadow. Death 
comes at the moment of happiness and | become one with you." 


"Where else are heaven and hell situated ? It is heaven where 
you are present. It is hell where you are not present. As you pervade 
all universe, everything is heaven and hell is nowhere. The onward 
march of my mind towards you is heaven. Turning back from you is 
hell. Mind itself is heaven and hell. The rise and fall of mind are 
heaven and hell. The indomitable will to join you is heaven. The 
doubt regarding the possibility of seeing you is hell." 


“| do not know whether | shall be able to see you before this 
life ends. But my desire to see you is intense. | must join you 
atleast in future though not today. | must become one with you at 
the end of my life. It is perhaps possible to see you even during my 
lifetime. | must see you like the full moon that sees the sun before 
merging in him". 


“| do not know when that day will come. But | am sure that the 
day will come. Mother earth may sigh in grief till my funeral fire 
subsides. But she will console herself when she sees her other 
children all around. She gives birth to thousands of children on the 
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very day of my funeral. Every day she is subjected to impurity due to 
births and deaths. How long can she mourn ! Some people may 
mourn for me for a few moments. But after sometime, | will slip away 
from their memory like the previous day's flowers falls off from the 
braid. New love makes one forget old sorrows." 


“These words are not mine but yours. It is you who make me 
speak these words. | am eager to see him who makes me speak 
these words. These tears too are not mine. | am stringing these 
tears, just to keep away my Solitude. She left my company and went 
away. Never did she return. | became impatient when she didn't 
return. | therefore spread my wings, strike and scratch the iron bars 
and scream about. | am trying to tear off the screen with my beak. 
But can ! tear off the veils of fate ? 


“What presents shall | offer to make you my own ? What can 
/ give you ? What do | have if you don't give me ? | have nothing of 
my own. All these are yours. Is it proper for me to offer you, your 
own things as my presents ? You are a bridegroom like Janaka and 
Bheeshma. | must give my daughter to you in marriage to relieve our 
loneliness. When my beloved left me, she delivered the child of 
sorrow, as dusk gives birth to night and placed it in my mind's home. 
| am her father and mother. | shall offer you this maiden of sorrow 
and become free from all worries". 


"How can | step out of home to reach you before night ? | 
have so much work that | have no rest. The sun has not yet set. 
But you are waiting for me. How long shall | make you wait ? 


“Eventhough | am in the prison of my home | have enshrined 
you in my heart. The sun who made me worry has set. The curtain of 
night has fallen. Wait a little. The life of the lamp also will quickly 
end. Then shall | open the door and come to you". 


“The day has ended and the evening has faded. The night has 
spread and bats are moving about. | lit the lamp and kept it on the 
threshold and sat waiting. Somewhere | saw that form. Sweet 
memories of the same came to my mind. | played on the Veena. But 
none of the notes could relieve me of the sorrow. | looked at the sky. 
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it was pitch dark. Once a lighting flashed, | saw some form. | heard 
some sound. Has my beloved come ? | rushed in to comb my hair 

and to put on my ornaments. | sat before the mirror. Time waits for 
none. | got up and came out. The strings of Veena had snapped, oil 
was exhausted. Darkness filled every where". 


"The kinnari (stringed instrument) which automatically produces 
dull notes when exposed to air is making this life tiresome. When the 
weary and silent instrument is taken up and tuned, it sings in 
harmony with you. | need the bonds of your love when all shackles 
of duties are broken." 


"You blindfold me and allow me to fly in the sky. Is this fault 
yours or mine ? Will a sheep cry and cringe to be sacrificed to 
Mari, the goddess of death ? Is breeding the sheep and selling it the 
fault of the sheep or of the shepherd ? | have committed many sins. 
Mind hurries to commit sins. It also repents for its evil acts. Even 
then, again it runs after evil. You have spread the enchanting green 
all through my life. Shall 1 starve or feed on the green ? Did | beg 
you to give birth to me ? | repeatedly request you. Please correct me. 
If you don't, | have to blame you alone for ruining my life. You are 
the water and you are the net. The life or death of the fish rests 
entirely on you. 


“It seems as though the voice of heart is caught in a string. It 
doesn't produce sweet notes. Where have you gone ? When will you 
come ? | am waiting for you on the doorstep. The thunder has 
sounded the happy message that you are coming. Lightning has 
flashed to light the homeward path. All others have come. But you 
have not yet come. | am still waiting for you. | felt shy when our 
eyes meet. Stretch your outspread arms and embrace me close to 
your heart." 


Shri Govinda Pai had great love for his wife. This love was 
pure and sacred. He also wrote great devotional poems of the same 
intensity and sacredness and lit the "Nandadeepa" and illumined 
Kannada literature. The pain caused by the separation of his wife was 
transformed into God-remembrance and his soul became pure. This 
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intense pain of separation provided the necessary depth and rang 
required for spiritual contemplation. The metres and figures of speec 
used by him, especially simile, metaphor etc. are novel and new 
Some of the metres employed by him though vaguely resembl 
western metres, mostly are original and his own. By employing suc 
metres he infused mobility to the stagnant waters of Kannada metres 


in the skilful use of words and phrases, in dignified meaning, i 
the creation of ever new symbols and more than anything else in th 
frank analysis of brilliant thoughts and subjects, “Nandadeepa’ is an 
immortal work in Kannada. This ever new poetical work like Tagore’ 
“Gitanjali" is worthy of the highest literary award in the world. 


HRUDAYA RANGA OF THE POET LAUREATE 


"Hrudaya Ranga" (Stage of Heart) is a collection of forty four 
poems of Shri Pai. lt was published in 1969. There are light lyrics, 
long poems, narrative poems and twentyfour sonnets in this collection. 
The collection includes patriotic poems, related to our freedom struggle, 
narrative poems connected with the vedas, puranas, itihasas and 
poems about political, social and religious matters. This collection of 


poems is a concrete evidence to the diverse ideas and interests of the 
poet. 


During the second world was, America dropped Atom bombs on 
Hiroshima, one of the biggest ports of Japan and caused its 
destruction. Many lakhs of people died. The great shock, the poet 
experienced due to this calamity is expressed in the poem ‘Atom 
Bomb'. The poet questions : 


“Did the war stop when atom bombs were dropped? This car 
never be the last war. Oh Man! You, who think of ruling over the 


whole world crushing others under your boot, you too are mortal. You 
will also suffer death with your own weapon." 


| Benegal Rama Rao published a poem, "Kannadavanulidenage 
Anyajeevanavilla" (| have no life apart from Kannada). Shri Rama Rao 
was an ardent lover of Karnataka. Almost at the same time 
Shri Pai also wrote a poem "Bharata Mateya Mahime" (The glory 
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and greatness of Bharathmatha), beginning with the line 
_ "Bharatavanuliyuttha Nanage Jeevanavetta !' (where is my life apart 
_ from my country Bharath). From this, it is evident that Shri Pai's love 
of Kannada was not born of narrow - mindedness but it was 
complementary to his love of India. 


“It was just a month since a woman had been widowed. She was 
working as a maid - servant in other houses. One day, she asked her 
two sons aged six and eight to stay at home and went to a nearby tank 
to wash the clothes. She carried her youngest child with her. The two 
children at home were bitten by a poisonous cobra when they attempted 
to catch a bird in the hollow of a nearby tree. Someone gave her this 
sad news. Then she ran to her place in haste leaving her youngest child 
near the tank. Both of her children were dead! She sat weeping for a 
long time. People who came there tried to console her. But no one 
could bring back to life her dead children. Then suddenly she 
remembered her child she had left near the tank and ran to the spot. 
There she saw her child's dead body floating in the tank! From that day 
onwards she never laughed or wept." 


“With whom will she unburden her immense sorrow? How can 
she laugh? What is the use of weeping?" 


The above is the gist of the poem “Andinindake Nakkilla - 
Attilla' (She has neither laughed nor wept from that day). This small 
fourteen - line poem is a great poetical work of silence. 


“Inninisu Nee Mahatma Badukabekitthu" (Oh! Mahatma, You 
ought to have lived for some more time) is a sonnet. The present 
condition of India is like that of a ship swaying in storm. A Mahatma 
like you alone can pilot it to the port. Your Himalayan love of God, 
your ocean-like love of mankind and your sun-like soul-power have 
protected us till now. Therefore, we entreat you, “Oh!, Mahatma, you 
ought to have lived for some more time. India needs you," so requests 
the poet. This poem resembles the English sonnet "Milton Thou 
Shouldst Be Living. At this Hour England Hath Need of Thee", written 
by Wordsworth on Milton after his death. However, the kannada poem 
is not an imitation of that and it is written in a very touching style. In 
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the poem called “To Shrikrishna of Udipi", the poet questions, “Who 
are really victorious in this war?" and states that those who fight and 
force others to fight to keep the country of others under their control 
are not brave. Victory is not the only mark of bravery. Really brave 
are those who have died fighting for their motherland, Oh! Shrikrishna, 
you protected Bharath in the past. But why are you silent now 
eventhough this country is waiting? Did you forget your words that you 
would come to protect dharma whenever it declined? Make haste to 
liberate your India". The narrative poem, "Enneya Battalu" (The Bowl 
of oil) is about the true nature of devotion. Sage Narada went to Lord 
Hari playing on his Veena named Mahati. Then the Lord asked him. 
"Oh, Narada, have you seen the poor cultivator named Rama 
Gowda?" Then Narada replied, "There is a world of difference between 
the poor Gowda and myself. He repeats your sacred name only twice 
a day, whereas | am repeating your name day and night." Lord Hari 
then gave him an open bowl containing oil to the brim and asked him 
to go round the town and return without spilling even a drop of oil. 
Narada did so. On his return, Lord Hari asked him how many times 
he remembered his Lord during his walk. Then Narada replied, "Where 
was the time to remember you? The one thought that engaged me 
was how | could return without spilling the oil in the bowl". Then Lord 
Hari told him, "The Gowda is incessantly working in his house and 
fields. Even then, he remembers me atleast twice a day. Then who is 
more devout between you two?" 


‘Eradu Vara’ (Two Boons) is another sonnet. Dasharatha gave 
two boons to kaikeyi. But these boons were for selfish reasons. In 
fact everyone requires two boons that one's motherland and mother 
religion would be protected. "You must wake up and rise to protect the 
unity and solidarity of your country and religion," so exhorts the poet. 
Another poem, ‘Kaliya Mardana’ is in traditional meter. It is about Shri 


Krishna. There is initial rhyme in every stanza of this poem and the 
poet might have written it in his early days. 


When ‘Quit India' movement started in India, Subhas Bose 
Started his Jai Hind’ Slogan from outside India. The poem “Jaya Hind 
Geetha" (victory song of India) is a poem reverberating with the 
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martial sound of this victory slogan. The poem called “Koduviya Olithe 

_Kodu" (\f you wish to give, give only what is good) expresses the 
poet's wish for real freedom. The poet states. "You have granted 
freedom to India which was suffering in the hell of slavery for 
hundreds of years. But again, you have forsaken us. There is no 
equality and fraternity. There is no cloth and food. Crores and crores 
of rupees are being wasted. The water offered to quench one's thirst 
has become salty". Prompted by the Marati poem ‘Tutari’ written by 
Keshava Suta, Shri Pai has written the poem ‘Tutoori' (Trumpet). This 
song is capable of infusing new life and enthusiasm and encouraging 
everyone to work for national liberation. We must march on the path 
of progress breaking the bondage of customs. There should be no 
fight between the o/d and the new. We must not keep away the 
humble Harijans. No religion is superior and no religion is inferior. We 
must have interest in Swadeshi, Khadi - Satyagraha, and similar 
things. This is the call of ‘Tutoori’. 


The poem, “Jagulida Nakshatra" (Fallen Star) is based on a 
poem of Tagore. A star shining in the vast blue sky fell into the deep 
ocean and it attained peace. All other stars saw this and laughed at 
it. With no intention of exhibiting its light, the star wished to forget 
itself. The poet also wants to enjoy peace in the unfathomable 
dark infinity like the fallen star. With its sweetness of sound, 
simplicity of words, vigour of meaning and grace of metre the poem 
‘Minchulli’ (Kingfisher) is one of the best poems of Shri Govinda Pai. 
The poet asks the kingfisher. 


“Oh |, little young kingfisher, you look like a swaying creeper of 
colours. Is the rainbow your mother? Is not this glow of your colours, 
blue, green, yellow and red from Her? You ever shine like the nine - 
gemmed nose-stud of Vasumathi, (The Earth) who remains young for 
ever. You fly, shine, sing and sink. Why such anxiety in your heart?" 
It looks as though 'the maiden of poetry' is gracefully dancing here. 


‘Shri Gommata Jina Stuthi" was written by Shri Govinda Pai in 
1928. It is written as an offering to the memory of Krishna Bai, his 
wife. There are thirty five aksharavrittas in this poem. This is written 
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in old Kannada and written in a very scholarly style. This is an 
excellent example of Shri Pai's deep study of Jainism, his great 
power of imagination, glowing genius and all encompassing vision. The 
story of Bharatha and Bahubali as given in Jain mythology is briefly 
narrated in this poem. One who intends to become a scholar in 
Kannada has to study the master works of Pampa, Ranna and Janna 
and should assimilate the main tenets of Jainism. Shri Pai's 
scholasticity has no parallel. The poem he wrote on Jina can stand 
comparison to the best works of Jain poets. The same is true in 
respect of his poems on Buddha and Jesus Christ. ‘Shri Gommata 
Jina Stuti’ is a scholarly poetical work of a very high standard. 


‘Tureeya' is a poem about Alvars, the Vaishnava saints of 
Tamilnad. "It was a dark night of rain and storm. Three Alvars, namely 
Poigaiyyalvar, Poothattalvar and Peyyalvar were standing one behind 
the other in the small yard of a house to protect themselves from 
storm and rain. As it was dark everywhere, they were not able to see 
one another. Suddenly they felt as though that someone else came in 
and pushed them. By their yogic power they learnt that the fourth 
(Tureeya) person was God himself. At once they sang the praise of 
God in a poem called Tiruvandadi containing 300 stanzas. 


Heinous and horrible atrocities were committed at Naukhali at 
the time of partition. Human beings were butchered. Terrible crimes 
like stabbing, shooting, arson, rape, forcible conversions, etc. were 
committed. Let God with his fire-eye, frown or not on this, let nature 
become enraged or not, let the criminals be properly avenged or not. 
India can never forget the disaster of those days ! This is the main 
idea of the poem, ‘Naukhali’. Shri Pai has also written a poem on the 
tragic disaster of Hiroshima. "Lakhs of human beings died there due 
to the atom bomb attack. It is said that the shadows of many of 
them were being seen for many months after the bomb explosion! It 
is said that many of those bodies, green and vibrant with life which 
died in the atomic fire appeared to be moving about in the air. The 


poet compares such a situation to the vibrations of sound that 
continue even after a bell is rung. 
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“Tenkafrikada Halli" (A village in south Africa) is another 
_ narrative poem that expresses God's grace. 


"A youth came and knocked at the door of a Christian priest. 
The priest came out. The youth then told that an old woman in an 
adjacent village was about to die and requested the priest to perform 
the last rites. Accordingly the priest rode on horseback, went to the 
village and performed the rites. The old woman was struck with 
surprise. She said that she was alone in the house and asked the 
priest who gave him the news! Pointing at the portrait on the wall, the 
priest said that he was the person who gave the news. Then the 
woman said, "He is my son. He passed away a year ago". 


‘Paschatthapa’ (Repentance) is another narrative poem : 


"Once, the poet saw a small grey-coloured reptile. At once he 
pelted stones at it. It died. He burnt it. It had not bitten him, It had 
not even hissed at him. He did not know whether the reptile was 
poisonous or not. The poet was much agitated because he hurt and 
killed it without any cause. At the end of the poem, the poet prays to 
God to bless the reptile and to forgive him. He also begs God to 
grant him peace of mind." | 


There are many fascinating stone-carvings on the beautiful granite 
Gopuram of Shri Belur Chennakeshava Temple. In one of the beautiful 
stone-brackets of the Gopuram, one can find a stone carving of a 
monkey pulling the sari of a young lady. The poem “Beloorina Manga" 
(Monkey of Belur) was written on this stone - carving. "Are you 
pestering her because she refused to give you the fruits? To whom has 
she exclusively reserved those fruits and to whom does she propose to 
give those fruits? with what hungry eyes people look at the fruits! Being 
unwilling to give them she is perhaps waiting for somebody else." The 
poem continues in this strain. At the end the poet advises the monkey, 
"Be there in the same posture ; don’t be afraid." 


“Beloorina Chelu" (Scorpion of Belur) is another sonnet. In 
another stone-carving a beautiful maid attempts to shake off a 
scorpion on her sari. The poet addresses her : 
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"Erom the day on which you first attempted to shake off the 
scorpion till today, you have not grown older. Neither has your posture 
changed. Many people eagerly gaze at you. Even then you never 
attempted to cover your nudity. Don’t you feel embarrassed! This 
moment we may decide not to look at you. But at the next moment 
we are tempted to glance at you. Eventhough we speak to you, you 
don’t speak to us. Can’t you atleast turn your back to us when you 
shake off the scorpion from your sari? Are you so much confused? 
Are you so totally forgetful of the world? Are you perplexed? Whatever 
it may be, be in the same posture. Let men ever enjoy your beauty 
with their thirsty eyes." 


“Oh Lord, When Do You Bless the Hindus with Good Fortune?" 
is another poem. in which the poet addresses God thus : 


"You have been protecting our India since the very first dawn 
of Life. But why have you forced us into slavery now? More than 
one hundred years have elapsed in slavery. Even then, we haven’t 
become a free nation yet. We too are human beings. Shouldn't we live 
like human beings then? When do you propose to open the doors 
of our good fortune? Whether you hear our cry or not, we continue 


to pray, “Oh! Lord when do you propose to bless the Hindus 
with good fortune?" 


“Quit India" is the sacred ’Gayatri’ of India’s freedom struggle. 
The following are the main ideas in the poem : 


"You have ruled over us till now. Please get out happily now. 
We are prepared to forget all your past lapses. Henceforth you have 
no work here. Oh! Gandhiji, you wrote the words ‘Quit India’ on the 
heart of India in the script of lightning." The poet has thus very loudly 
voiced the national slogan of those days in his poem. From the time 
of the non-cooperation movement in 1920, Shri Pai had been fighting 
for India’s freedom directly and indirectly. Therefore there is no wonder 
if the Quit India slogan added to his enthusiasm. 


Somehow, India won independence. But thereafter, the condition 
of the country did not improve. Income became less, expenditure 
became more. Goa had not become a part of free India then. The 
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condition of Kashmir was critical. Our fame was all bright and white 
outside. But inside, it was like hot burning paddy husk. It was unrest 

| everywhere. Seeing all these, The poet fears that some misfortune 
may again befall our country. This is the gist of the poem ‘Manevarte’ 
(Management of Home). The poet prays to God to protect the house 
he has given us and to support us in managing our home. 


When the poet heard that 2500000 people died due to famine 
and 10,00,000 people died out of diseases in Bengal, he wrote the 
poem "35,00,000". The elegy runs thus “Alas! how many poor people 
of our Bengal have died! Oh Lord! why do you punish the poor people 
for the arrogant crimes of others? You have forced us to suffer this 
tribulation as though this everyday slavery we suffer is not enough. 
Have we taken birth only for this? Starvation is our lot eventhough we 
have food. Death is our lot eventhough we have life. Gandhiji and 
other national leaders emphatically stated that the second world war is 
not our war and that is the war of the imperialists. In spite of this, 
Britain has forced war on India. This famine is the consequence of 
the war and our people have died in lakhs." 


‘In another poem “Rahuvannu Tholagisi Ketuvannu Tande" (You 
have driven out Rahu but brought in Ketu) the poet mourns as the 
condition of our country: 


“You gave back the freedom we lost. But would you please listen 
to our present story? We have driven away Rahu but brought in Ketu. 
Now Kashmir and Goa are not with us. Our mother’s body has been 
partitioned. There is no peace and happiness anywhere. What a heavy 
burden of tax! What a great expenditure? What burdensome loans! We 
were happy under the impression that a golden age dawned on our land. 
But what happened ! you drove away Rahu and brought in Ketu." 


‘Shri Mathrubhoomeeshwarashtaka’ is a poem containing eight 
stanzas on the Lord of our motherland. It is written in old Kannada 
style in aksharaganavritta. Shri Pai ’s burning patriotism is reflected in 
this poem. The poet supplicates the Lord of our motherland in 
these words : 
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“1 do not want fame. | do not want to rule over others. | do not 
pray for wealth and longevity. | do not even want salvation. Oh Lord of 
my motherland, kindly bless me so that | am born as a Hindu in this 
very same land in every future birth. You gave freedom and 
fam really blessed. But what is the use of freedom without unity and 
peace? Suppose a person arrives at a place after a long joumey. He is 
tired. Is it enough if you give him a piece of jaggery? Shouldn't you 
give him water also? Kindly bless our country with peace and unity". 


‘Yashodeya Jogula’ (Lullaby of Yashoda) is a poem on the 
sports of ‘Shrikrishna’. Cradling the young Shrikrishna, Yashoda sings 
her lullabies one by one, about the incarnations of the Lord. When she 
comes to the point when Shree Rama confronts Ravana in the 
battlefield, Shrikrishna in the cradle gets up, opens his eyes in anger 
and shouts, “Where is that sinner ? | shall slay him at once. Brother 
Lakshmana, get my bow and arrows." The divine child thus 
remembers his previous birth. This incident is also narrated in other 
Sanskrit works about Shrikrishna. It is also seen narrated in 
‘Jagannatha Vijaya’, a Kannada poetical work. Shri Pai has written this 
poem, offering his first obeisances to Soordas, the great Hindi poet - 
saint. Many other poets have narrated this fascinating incident very 
beautifully in many other Indian languages. 


‘Bhasmasura" (The demon of fire) is another poem in this 
collection. The poem runs thus : 


"Vrikasura" performs severe penance and wins the grace of 
Lord Shiva. "Any person on whose head Vrikasura places his hand 
shall be burnt to ashes’ is the boon that Vrikasura prayed for. Lord 
Shiva at once grants the boon. The demon wants to test the boon by 
placing his hand on Shiva’s head. The thought that it is not proper to 
kill Shiva who has blessed him with a boon also crosses his mind. 
At this time Lord Shiva, disguises himself and says to Bhashmasura 
(Vrikasura) that Lord Shiva might have cheated him. He advises 
Bhasmasura to test the veracity of the boon by placing his hand on 
his own head. Bhasmasura does so and is burt to death." 
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“Hagalu - Kanasu’ (Day Dream) is a poem that narrates the 
: following story : 


: “It was the last hour of the day. It had rained heavily and the 
sea was full. Someone stood on a rock in the sea. Floating on a 
peepal leaf, a body came to him then. The standing figure looked at 
the baby. Now it was clear that the person on the rock was Maharshi 
Aurobindo. Shri Aurdbindo took the child in his hands and at once the 
child and Aurobindo disappeared." According to our ancient 
conception, the child playing on the peepal leaf is God himself, The 
belief that Shri Aurobindo was a Godly person is evident in this poem. 
The great reverence the poet had for Shri Arabindo is expressed in the 
above lines. 


The idea that ’Rahuvanu ’Tholagisi Ketuvannu Tande’ is 
expressed in poems like ‘Hannondaneya Varshada Hostilalli’. The 
painful feeling that we are not happy eventhough we are free, runs 
through the poem. Finally the poet prays to God to set right all our 
wrongs and to protect India. 


The following is the story contained in the poem “Bhikshuvu, 
Pakshiyu" (The Buddhist monk and the bird). 


Tishya was a disciple of Buddha. He was living on alms in 
Shravasti, a city in Kosala. Everyday he used to visit a goldsmith’s 
house for alms. As usual, one day the Bhikshu went to the house for 
alms. The king of Kosala had sent his servant to the place with a 
gem to be bored. Both arrived at the place at the same time. Then 
the goldsmith was cutting meat. He received the gem in the same 
hand, kept it there and went in to get the boring tool. The heron in the 
goldsmith’s house mistook the blood-covered gem for a bit of flesh, 
took it away and swallowed it. When the goldsmith came out, he 
could not see the gem. He thought that the bhikshu had stolen it. The 
angry goldsmith bound the bhikshu head and foot and severely 
thrashed him. Blood. began to flow out from the wounds on his head. 
The heron came flying to drink the blood. Eventhough the bird was 
sucking the blood flowing from the wounds on his head, the bhikshu 
stood silent and calm. The enraged goldsmith hit the bird with the 
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intention of driving it away. But the bird fell dead. The bhikshu then 
asked whether the bird was dead. The goldsmith angrily replied that 
he would kill the bhikshu also. Then the bhikshu said “Dear Sir, this 
bird swallowed the gem thinking it to be a piece of meat. | would not 
have divulged this, if the bird had been alive." The goldsmith then cut 
open the stomach of the bird and saw the gem. He repented for the 
crime he had committed. Shedding tears of sorrow he beat his chest 
and set free the bhikshu. The goldsmith prostrated before the bhikshu 
and wore the dust under the bhikshu’s feet on his head and said, 
Oh, Bhadantha, please forgive me for the crime | have unknowingly 
committed. What penalty should | pay for the crime? | will follow you 
like your shadow. 


Shri Pai has written many poems and articles based on such 
Buddhist stories. “Matangi" is another long narrative poem based on a 
Buddhist story. The contents of the poem are given below. 


After collecting alms in a village, Ananda, one of the dearest 
disciples of Buddha was proceeding to another neighbouring village. 
He was passing through a Harijan colony and was very thirsty. Then 
he saw a Harijan maid drawing water and said to her, "Dear sister, 
please pour some water on my palms." The girl then said, "You are 
born in an upper caste. | am an outcaste. Your noble caste may get 
polluted if you drink water from my hands". The bhikshu then replied 
that such notions about castes were baseless. He drank the water 
offered by her and went away. Before leaving, he narrated many 
things about Lord Buddha and told her that he was Buddha’s disciple. 
Gazing along the path of Ananda she felt as though she woke up 
from a dream and went into her hut. Her mother asked her why she 
returned so late. Then she narrated to her mother how she offered 
water to Ananda. She also narrated all other matters told by Ananda 
about Buddha. She told her mother that she too wanted to see the 
Buddha. With her mother’s permission, she went to Buddha and 
prostrated before him. Buddha was pleased at her conduct and 


preached her the dharma. Convinced of the Dharma she became a 
Buddhist Bhikshu". 
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In the poem “Vanamahotsava’ (Forest Festival) Shri Pai has 
clearly explained the usefulness and importance of forests. He has 
stated that forest is the cradle of the Vedas and Upanishads, it is the 
Vaikunta where samagana is being sung and the home of the mother of 
dharma and Culture. The poet gives an earnest call that all should plant 
trees as these are necessary for industry, rainfall and for a cool world. 


‘Shwapachananu Jategolade Divakervenenthu?" (How shall | rise 
to heaven without taking the outcaste with me?) is a sonnet which 
narrates a particular event in the story of Harischandra. 


King Harischandra offered all his kingdom to Vishwamitra after 
performing yajna. Yet, he could not clear his debts. Then he went to 
Kashi and sold his wife and children. Finally he sold himself to an 
outcaste. As his servant, Harischandra was guarding the cremation 
ground, These sufferings he calmly bore in order to follow the path of 
truth. His wife Chandramathi with her son was working as a maid - 
servant in a Brahmin’s house. Her son Rohitashwa, once went to 
forest to collect firewood. There, he died of serpent bite. Even in that 
situation Chandramathi was not free to go out. She completed all her 
work in the Brahmin’s house, and with his permission went to the 
cremation ground carrying the dead body of her son. She collected 
the dry twigs under the trees there and arranged the funeral pyre. 


.Chandramathi pressed her last kiss on her son and began to cry 


aloud. Harischandra, who was on duty heard this cry. At once he 
thundered, "Who is it that has come to cremate like a thief? Nobody 
would be permitted to cremate here before paying the cremation fee. 
Beware if you set fire to the funeral pyre." Then Chandramathi 
begged him, "Except the cloth | wear | have nothing else to give". 
Then Harischandra said, "You are exempted from giving the rice due 
to me in connection with the dead body, But the cloth due for 
cremating the dead body must be given. | will not deviate from 
dharma and truth and | cannot cheat my master." Then Chandramathi 
tore off a piece of cloth from her sari and stretched her hand to give 
it. The gods of heaven admired this strict observance of Truth by 
Harischandra, and flew straight to him in their chariots and said, "Oh, 
Harischandra, this sinful earth is not a suitable place for you. You are 
pious like a sage. Come with us to heaven." Then Harischandra the 
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truthful exclaimed, "How can | come alone to heaven without my 
master who is an outcaste?". 


All people know the story of Harischandra. But this one event 
has been very touchingly narrated in just fourteen lines. Shri Pai wrote 
this poem in his seventy seventh year. It was published in 
"Navayuga”, a Kannada Magazine. The date of writing the poem was 
noted in the magazine. Observing this great literary skill, brilliant 
intellect, and profound thoughts even in his declining age, this writer 
wrote a letter compliménting him. Shri Pai promptly wrote his reply dt. 
23rd August 1959 in his violet ink. He said, ".... You have falsified 
the sentence Kavige Kavi Munivam (A poet is envious of another 
poet) which is given as an example for the objective case in the 
commentary of Nittura Manjayya for the Sutras (Rules) 129 -130 in 
Keshiraja’s "“Shabdamanidarpana". May God bless you with good health 
and long life and enable you to write many excellent poetical works. 
May the Lord protect your poetical works for ever..............-- . 


With Best wishes 
Govinda Pai 


This was how Shri Pai wrote his letter. This is proof enough for 
the affectionate interest and erudition he exhibited in his letters. 


It seems as though the following poem, ‘Vele’ (Time) is written 
as a reply to the proverb, “opportunity knocks but once." 


“Everyday, opportunity presents itself before your door and calls 
you. Arise, fight and conquer. Do not lament over the past. | grant 
strength to the one who boldly strives to rise up with determination 
eventhough he is sunk deep in mire. Every man is born again when 


the sun rises. This is the order of nature. Until the final call comes, | 
Shall help you to win". 


These sentences convey a solemn promise of hope in life to 


one who strives. They infuse bravery, encouragement and interest in 
the striving soul. 


The following beautiful poem “Shoodrarshi Kavasha" narrates a 


Story found in Aithareya Brahmana of Rigveda and in Kaushithaki 
Brahmana : 
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Kavasha was the son of lloosha. His mother was a 
smaid-servant. In Rigveda and Aithereya Brahmana he is spoken of as 
‘Ailoosha. Gritsamada, Vishwamitra, Vamadeva, Atri, Bharadwaja and 
Vasishta, were the great sages who realised the Vedic mantras and 
composed the Madhyama Ashtakas of Rigveda. For the same reason, 
these sages were also known as Madhyamas. Once when they were 
performing the Soma Sacrifice on the bank of river Saraswathi, 
Kavasha came to the place and sat in their midst. They were 
enraged to see him and showered abuses on him saying that he was 
a gambler and a menial’s son. Then, they drove him to a waterless 
desert far away from the river. There, overcome by acute thirst he 
composed the ‘Apo naptreeya sooktha’ and fervently prayed. Then the 
river Saraswathi swelled up, flowed to his place and quenched his 
thirst. The sages were surprised to hear this news and they repented 
for their cruelty on Kavasha. They all came to Kavasha and begged 
his pardon. They took Kavasha to the place of sacrifice and got the 
sacrifice solemnly concluded by him. 


Casteism, which is a disgrace to humanity is not an integral 
part of the Indian culture. Still those who were born in the so called 
noble castes attempted to establish their superiority. But this was 
strongly opposed and the wholesome principle that the quality of a 
person is decided not by his birth but by his nature was established 
and those who were really deserving were honoured. In this beautiful 
poem, the poet has made it clear that the above phenomenon has 
continued from time immemorial and definitely from the Vedic age to 
the present age. 


‘Saku’ (Enough) is a beautiful lovesong : 


Please come, oh, goddess of love. | worship you. Be pleased 
with me. Come to me with your open eyes of love. It is enough if 
| become inseparable from you, like moonlight in moon and like the 
power of sight in eyes. It is enough if our minds become one 
eventhough our bodies are two. This oneness is like the one latchet 
for two doors and like the same milk in two breasts. It is enough if 
we live one common life like the two wings of one heart, and like the 
two sides of the half moon. It is enough if you imprison me in the 
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loving embrace of your enchanting arms when | attempt to steal the 
precious wealth of love from your heart. It is enough if death leads us 
together to that abode of final rest at the end of our lives. It is 
enough if we once close our eyes together in deep sleep in the 
bedroom. It is enough if our lives move like the two breaths of nose 
even when we return to this earth. It is enough if we mingle together 
like the Ganges and the Jamuna and flow into the sea of love when 
all our worldly sufferings come to an end. 


The gist of the narrative ’Vasavadatte’ can be given thus : 


There lived a callgirl by name "Vasavadatta’ in the city of 
Mathura. She was incomparable in her beauty. So strong-willed was 
she that she collected one hundred gold ‘varahas’ (coins) from every 
one who called on her. Once she happened to see Upaguptha, a 
disciple of Buddha and fell in love with him. She sent words to him 
and invited him to her house. Upaguptha replied that it was not yet 
time to come to her. A very wealthy man, fell in love with 
Vasavadatta and took her as his personal concubine and had her, 
exclusively to himself. But Shortly, another wealthy man came to 
Mathura. He was twice as rich as her paramour. He was also charmed 
by Vasavadatta’s beauty, and she also reciprocated. She tried to play 
her game with each withour the knowledge of the other. But it could 
not be continued for long. She wondered why she should run after 
buttermilk when she had fresh curds and she Cunnignly caused the 
death of her first lover. The news spread. People began to gossip. 
When the matter came to light, the king issued orders to severely 
punish Vasavadatta. "She committed this heinous murder because 
she lost her reasoning power as she was too proud of her youth, 
beauty and wealth. Therefore, destroy her beauty ; mutilate her : cut 
off her ears, nose, hands and feet and cast off her body in the 
cremation ground." The king’s soldiers implemented the order. The 
former queen of beauty of Mathura was Subjected to untold miseries 
in the cremation ground. She had no legs to walk and no hands to 
hold. Her body was mutilated. But life did not leave her. Her servants 
came to see their suffering mistress by turns. They would drive away 
the swarming flies sperting on her wounds. They would also drive 
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away the crows during day time and foxes during nights. In spite of 
_ all these efforts, the menace of insects and flies did not decrease. 
Eight days passed thus. The beautiful and charming body began to 
rot and stink. Still, life did not fly out of her body. It was midnight. 
Somebody slowly walked to her place. She heard an affectionate 
voice calling her as sister. Vasavadatta recognised him. It was 
Upaguptha. She said to him, "Many have tasted and cast me away. 
Why have you come now? You did not give the much wanted food 
when there was hunger. Now all hunger is dead. What is the use of 
offering food now?" Then Upaguptha spoke, "I had told that | would 
come at the proper time. Today the time has come and | have 
come." What a moving situation of pathos! 


The above story is drawn from Buddhist literature- 
Shri Kumaranashan, one of the great modern poets in Malayalam, also 
has written a beautiful poem ‘Karuna’on this story. He has also written a 
poem by name /’Chandala Bhikshuki’ on the story in 
Shri Pai’s poem ‘Matangi’ These two contemporary poets writing narrative 
poems based on the same two stories may be unconnected and 
coincidental. But this is a genuine proof that goes to show that poets of 
our land write excellent poems based on the stories of Buddhist, Jain and 
Christian myths. Shri Vallathol Narayana Menon is another great 
Malayalam poet who received the Malayalam poet-Laureate award along 
with Shri Govinda Pai. It is worth-remembering that Shri Vallathol also 
wrote a beautiful poem by name “Mary of Magdala" just like Shri Pai 
wrote the epic poem “Golgotha". This is an evidence that substantiates 
the saying that greatmen generally think alike. 


“Halliya Hudugi" (Village girl) is a poem on an incident that 
supposedly took place sometime after the war of ‘Talikote’. 


Just before dawn, ruffians from the neighbouring village 
attacked a certain village. They began to destroy temples and houses. 
They molested and burnt women and became elated at their success. 
The village chief then ordered trumpets to be blown and bells to be 
rung. Drums were beaten and the war-drum was struck and all the 
villagers were warned. 
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All the male members of the village threw away even the 
porridge they had lifted to their /ips, took whatever weapons they could 
get hold of, and rushed to fight against the enemies. They slashed 
eleven enemy-heads for the one they lost. In the evening when they 
were returning after the day’s battle, a girl on the roadside house sat 
watching the people moving on the road. She wanted to ask someone 
something. But she could never mouth her question. Even when all the 
people went away, she still sat shedding tears. She then saw the flag 
of the destroyers of Vijayanagara flying high in the sky! Some of the 
wayfarers recognised her. They sarcastically remarked that her husband 
had fled from the battlefield to save his four-feet bone cage and sold 
the freedom of their village to the enemy. 


These remarks perhaps fell on her ears. She suddenly 
screamed out. She forgot herself. She felt as though she was 
Stabbed on her back. Her past life flashed before her eyes. She 
silently wept. Tears flowed from her eyes. Then she suddenly got up 
as though she was roused from a terrific dream. She went into her 
house, took her sickle and tied it to her waist under the cover of her 
Sari. She came out, applied kumkum on the tulsi plant and lit her 
earthen lamp. She walked round the tulsi with folded hands. She 
caressed her cow and calf, fed them with grass and water and started 
to the battlefield like a feathered arrow shot off from the bow. Then 
her mother counselled, "Don’t be rash. Beget children and 
grandchildren and work for the prosperity of your home and family". 
Like a serpent with her hood spread out, she became wild and 
shouted, "What ? Children and grand - children? What is the use of a 
nose-stud to one who has no nose? | married a coward. Is it not 
enough? Am | to beget children for him? | have set out with this 
sickle. | shall not return without fighting. | shall wash clean in blood 
the perfidy committed by. my husband. Oh, Dharma, my father, oh, 
earth my mother! | shall repay your debts. | will kill or be killed." So 
saying she dashed towards the battlefront. 


On the way, She heard somebody crying from a wayside 


house. A man and a woman were locked up in a close tussle. She 
entered in. A man was pressing his weight on a pregnant woman's 


56 


sack. He was forcing himself on her, like a bull and like a stout male 
monkey. The woman on the floor was wailing. She felt that he was 
their enemy and her valiant spirit surged up. She pounced forward 
and struck with her sickle deep into his head! He rolled back dead at 
the fatal stroke. The valiant woman now brought the molested woman 
to her own mother and said, Mother, look afier this girl as your own 
daughter. Oh! God, Oh! Dharma, Oh! mother, | am prostrating at your 
feet. Please kiss me once. Look after her. | will not see the sun of 
tomorrow. | don’t wish to live as the wife of a coward". When the sun 
dawned the next day, the story spread throughout the village. All the 
people of the village wept bitterly at the death of the valiant woman. 
They considered her as their Lakshmi, the goddess of fortune, and 
bemoaned her death. The village chieftain built a ‘Masthi’ stone in 
front of the village temple. They cleaned the blood sticking to the 
sickle tied to her sari-end and placed it for worship at the temple". 


What a thrilling story inspiring heroism, compassion, patriotism, 
religious fervour and self-esteem! In the hands of a poet, a pen can 
not only become a flower but also a sharp sword. 


‘Hullu Katiga’ (Grass-cutter) is another poem based on a 
Buddhist story. 


Sumana was a householder. Annabhara was his servant. It was 
his duty to cut and collect grass everyday for the cattle of his 
master. One day, he was cutting grass near his compound. He then 
saw a Shramana moving about there, seeking alms. Annabhara 
stopped cutting grass. He bowed low before the Bhikshu and wore the 
dust of his feet on his head. He begged the bhikshu to wait till he 
brought alms. Soon, he brought a handful of food that he had kept for 
himself and offered it to the Bhikshu. Annabhara became happy when 
the bhikshu partook of the food and gave out beiches of satisfaction. 
Now, the bhikshu got up and started. Annabhara followed him and 
confessed that he was suffering in the deep worldly mire and begged 
him to lend a helping hand. The bhikshu then preached the nobie 
truths to Annabhara. 


Sumana’s daughter was observing all this from the upstairs of - 
her house. She came to her father and said, "When Buddha came 


57 s 


hither our servant Annabhara offered him food and earned the wealt 
of virtue. The liberal charity you offer everyday to the poor seems s 
paltry before the handful of food that Annabhara offered. Send 
servant at once to Annabhara and ask him to give you a share in th 
virtues he earned." Accordingly, Sumana requested Annabhara for 
share in the virtue he earned by offering food to the Buddha 
Annabhara was excited to hear this. He said, "Who was he? was th 
Bhikshu verily the Buddha himself? | never understood this. ’Ha 
| Known him to be the Budda | would have given him not only m 
handful of food but also the share of my wife and children. What 
fool | am ! Oh, my master, | must offer him the remaining food also 
Please send me to the Buddha. | have no objection to give you 
share in my virtue. But | shall just seek the advice of the Buddha on 
the point". Annabhara then dashed off. He met Buddha the enlightened 
on tke way and offered him the remaining food also. Buddha felt 
happy and blessed him. Feeling a sense of fulfilment, Annabhara 
asked the Buddha, "Oh Lord, may | give a share to others in the 
virtue | have earned from your blessings?" Then the Buddha said, "Do 
you require anybody’s permission to enjoy sunlight, rain, air and 
moonlight? Just as you light one lamp from another, offer a share in 
the virtue to your master and light up his being." Hearing this 
Annabhara rushed back to his master and said, "Oh, master, the 
Buddha has consented. Receive your share of virtues ". Sumana 
became immensely happy, and embraced Annabhara. He said, "How 
can | repay this debt? You are freed from my bondage. Henceforth, 
you are not my servant. {i shall also give you enough gold. Live like 
my equal". Hearing these words, Annabhara replied , "Why should 
i receive any price for the priceless virtue? | have freely given my 
virtue to you. | cannot accept anything in return. Even if you offer me 
pure gold | do not want to be free from your service. | shall remain 
your servant. The Buddha himself has advised me to give up the 
greed for wealth. Does the earthworm need the rich butter-rice? Oh, 
my master, my hut and my sickle are enough for me."! 


| Such politeness and courteous conduct can only be found in 
pious souls like the disciples of Buddha. 
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The next poem ‘Baride’ (uselessly) reads as follows : 


"You are a great shopkeeper. The sun and the moon are your 
weights of measure. Then, why do you require this balance of bones? 
You are the great cowherd (Gopalia) of the infinite sky. Will you then 
get milk by milking this cow of clay? You play on the flute of life. 
Why then do you play on musical cups (Jalataranga) of tears? You are 
playing on this giant toy of the rapidly rotating earth. Why then do 
you need this rope of egoism? | am incessantly engaged in the 
struggle of greed and | am therefore thankful to you for having pulled 
out the thorn from my heart. Oh, friend of tears, oh, sea of affection, 
push me to the mound of dead desires and grant me the strength not 
to be enamoured of beauty." 


Past, Present and future are the three states of time. All are 
aware of it. In the final poem of this collection ‘Na/kaneya Kala’ (The 
Fourth state of time), Shri Pai tells us about the ever present state 
of time which is beyond the three states and which is applicable to 
the Atman alone. !t is worth remembering that God has been spoken 
of as the fourth person in an earlier poem, ‘Tureeya’. 


The period during which one suffered in many forms of movable 
and immovable species wandering in many wombs from the microb to 
the human being is the ‘past’. We are mentally entangled in many 
vexing problems like ‘Who am !? " Why did | Come here?" Did | 
come myself or did someone send me here? Where am | to go?" etc. 
We eagerly yearn to free ourselves from these but are unable to do 
so. This condition is the present state. When our wanderings in birth 
after birth slowly lose momentum and when we go back to the place 
from where we came, like the sun’s rays sinking in the sun atlast, 
ihat is the “future”. The consciousness, beyond ail these states and 
the awareness that ‘l’ and that, namely everything else, seeming 
separate from ‘I’ are one and the same is the fourth state’. 


This is the epilogue of Hrudayatharanga. Most of the poems in 
this collection are patriotic songs. Shri Govinda Pai witnessed our 
freedom struggle from very close quarters and he sang profusely, 
drawing inspiration from that struggle. Even when we became free, he 


59 


was very much vexed because there was no unity, peace and equali 
in our country. Our country became free in 1947. But till his last day, 
he was lamenting because our motherland was cut into two. in the 
early years of our independence, Goa was noi a part of free India. If 
came to us later. Therefore the grief due to Goa not becoming one 
with India also afflicted him. He has given vent to this grief in many 
of his poems. Goa was the place where Shri Pai’s ancestors lived. 
The Gowda Saraswath Brahmins, the ancestors of Shri Pai, lived in 
Goa. When the Portuguese attacked Goa, they left for the southern 
west coast and settled there to save their religion and honour. Even 
today, their original temple is in Goa. That is a very strong reason 
why the poet wanted that Goa should become free from the clutches 
of the Portuguese. His desire was fulfilled later on. 





This author presented a copy of his work ‘Punarnava’ to Shri 
Pai as soon as it was published. Shri Pai went through it and wrote 
as follows : 


“| went through your ‘Punarnava’ (New Youth) and felt 
extremely happy. Among all other poems, without naming that ana 
this, | confess that the poem "Goveya Kare" (Cali of Goa), which 
excels all other poems really struck me with amazement. In case a 
collection of ‘patriotic poems’ is to be published in Kannada, | am 


sure that at least one leaf, i. e. two pages would be set apart for your 
‘'Goveya kare’ in that". 


With Best wishes 
Govinda Pai 


Shri Pai greatly valued humanism. This sentiment is clearly 
reflected in many of his poems. The poems such as ‘Atom Bomb’, 
Hiroshima’, ‘Thirtyfive Thousand’, ‘Shoodrarshi Kavasha’, ‘Hullukatiga’, 
‘Matangi’, ‘Vasavadatta’, ‘Andinindake Nakkilla - Attilla’, 
‘Pashchatthapa’, stand witness io this fact. These poems give 
expression to his all embracing universal compassion and humanism. 


It was his liberal view that all religions, castes and communities 
are equal. 
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; He was well-versed in writing poems in new innovative metres 
as well as in the traditional oid vrittas. Eventhough he has 
transgressed the principle of second letter rhyme in most of his 
poems, in some poems atleast he has adhered to that. He was 
interested in the end rhyme. He experienced no dearth of vocabulary 
as he was a scholar in Sanskrit and old Kannada. He was also in the 
habit of coining new words. His poems are replete with figures of 
speech and ali of them are highly original. 


lili, SHORT EPICS (KHANDA KAVYAGALU) 


THE PASSING AWAY OF GREAT SOULS 





Shri Govinda Pai wrote four short epics on the passing away 
of four great glorious souls of the world, i. e. ‘Golgotha’ on the last 
day of Jesus Christ, ‘Vaishakhi’, on the last day of Shri Buddha, 
‘Prabhasa’, on the last day of Shri Krishna and ‘Dehali’ on the last 
day of Gandhiji. The first two are complete and the other two are 
incompiete. Complete or incomplete, all of them are excellent works 
of concentrated poetical essence. These works snine with their 
ever-lasting imprints on the History of Kannada literature because of 
their excellent qualities in terms of language, description, figure of 
speech and style of presentation. 


THE LAST DAY OF JESUS - ’GOLGOTHA’ 


This epic poem, ‘Golgotha’ was written in 1931. Many poets 
have written in Kannada on Hindu mythological stories, especially 
based on Jain and Shaiva stories. But Shri Govinda Pai is the first 
among those who have written excellent poetical works based on the 
Bibie, one of the most famous religious books of the world. Golgotha 
is the first epic poem written in Kannada on this theme. 


There are 377 lines in Golgotha. Eventhough the metre of the 
work can be classified as ‘Saralaragale’ akin to blank verse in English, 
the poet himself has named the metre as Uhampe’. There are four 
feet (Ganas) of five "Matras" in each line. In the last foot (gana) of 
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the last line of each section, there are four ‘matras’ with one ‘guru’ 
the end for the purpose of rest while reciting. This is in stris 
adherence to the Uhampe’ metre. Therefore it is most appropriate the 
we should also accept ’Jhampe’ as the name oi the metre as state 
by the poet himself. 


The Jewish priests were greatly envious of Jesus because ¢ 
their serious religious differences. They even wanted to end his life 
Therefore, they took Jesus to Caiaphas for trial, Just as the crowd ¢ 
clouds bind the sun and hand him over to night. Caiaphas decree 
that Jesus was guilty. But there was no provision for death sentenc 
under the Jewish law. Therefore they took him to Pilate, the viceroy « 
Caesar, the Emperor of Rome. They complained that Jesus was | 
traitor. Pilate could find no offence in Jesus. Moreover it was ; 
sacred festival day for the Jews and there was provision to set free. 
convict. Pilate asked the Jews whether he should set free th 
innocent Jesus or Barabbas convicted of murder. Then the larg 
crowd burst into an uproar and shouted that Jesus alone should b 
hanged. in dream, Pilate’s wife received the message that Jesus wa 
innocent. Eventhough she conveyed this message to Pilate, h 
sentenced Jesus to death remembering the warning he had receive 
sometime back for having offended the sentiments of the Jews. Whe 
Pilate said that he should not be held responsible for the death of th 
innocent person, the large crowd of Jews shouted, “we shall own thi 
responsibility and our children too would do so." Pilate then ordere: 
the soldiers to carry out the death sentence. 





The soldiers clothed Jesus in red and placed a crown of thorn: 
on his head. They made him hold a cane in his right hand ant 
mockingly knelt before him. Then they spat on his face and whippex 
him with the cane. Then, Jesus had to walk to Golgotha, the mound c 
skulls situated on the outskirts of the city. On reaching "Golgotha’ 
nails were driven through his hands and feet and he was crucified wit 
two thieves, one on either side. Jesus calmly bore the excruciating pair 
and prayed to God, "Oh, my Heavenly Father, please forgive them. The\ 
do not know what they are doing". Then it became dark everywhere 


Jesus offered his soul to God and Stood suspended on the cross like < 
fruit of immortality on the tree of death. 
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Then the earth trembled and those who saw the sight were 
struck with deep sorrow. Mary Magdalene, a disciple of Jesus sat a 
ittle away with her eyes fixed on the middle cross. Then, the full 
noon dawned on the eastern sky". 


Shri Govinda Pai has described in a very touching manner, the 
nost tragic end of a world-renowned great soul, who sacrificed his life 
ior the sake of the principles of truth and righteousness. In ‘“Golgotha’, 
ihe poet has narrated the story of the Gospel as told by the four 
disciples of Jesus with special stress on the seething jealousy of the 
Jews, the dilemma of the Pilate, the forbearance of Jesus and the 
selfless love of Mary Magdalene. Shri Pai has not only not strayed 
away from the siory of the Gospel, but also depicted the story in a 
very fascinating manner with added charm. The descriptions 
sometimes sirike terror in our hearis. This skill of the poet is really 
laudable. For this very reason, “Gol/gotha" has become an immortal 
work of never-fading novelty in Kannada literature. 


“The very first sentence, "The cock crowed for the third time 
and became quiet like the conscience of the Jews who wished to end 
the life of Jesus," suggests the most tragic event of the whole 
poetical work, as though it is a reaction of nature. "Cool breeze blew 
thinking that the debt of the world would be settied on that day", “The 
birds sang, learning that the son of God would be returning to heaven 
that day", "The sun rose worrying how he could cause the dawn of 

the unfortunate day", these sentences voice how Nature herself was 
‘deeply saddened over the impending death of the great soul. The 
condition of nature when Jesus was being taken for crucifixion was . 


as follows : 


"It is midday. There is no trace of the sun in the sky. A cloud, 
appearing like the cioud of deluge has spread all over the sky and 
enveloped the firmament." These lines very ably foreshadow the 
ensuing tragedy. 

The way in which the soul of Jesus merged with God is 
beautifully glorified and described most touchingly : 
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“Jesus left his body like a deer-calf gamboling towards th 
mother-deer calling from the hilltop, like the lark flying towards th 
ripe-harvest, like the lamp of night merging in the sun at sunrise an 
like the lightning lashing through the sky rising in the horizon". 


“The body of Jesus is suspended on the cross. There is 
Skull near his feet. Mary Magdalene of heavenly beauty, the ve 
embodiment of Rati, the Goddess of love and beauty, the world 
renowned arrow of cupid who has given up ali she had, was sitting 
little away from the cross with her eyes fixed on the middle-cross 
Moonlight spread all around. There was no movement anywhere an 
everything was quiet." 


“The soul of Jesus flew to the abode of light. The whole eart 
then trembled. Then, the cioud cleared and the sun shone in the west. 
There was no sound and there was no movement. The moon rose up 
as though holding a white canopy over the lifeless image of the 
immortal. The moonlight appeared like the web of love that he had 
spread and like the white purity of life he had preached till then.“. 


There is a saying that Kalidasa is unparalleled in the use of 
similies. His similies are ever new. The praise of Kalidasa is quite 
appropriate in respect of Sanskrit. But in Kannada, the similies of Shri 
Govinda Pai are very fascinating. He never employs the similies used 
by others earlier. All his similies are originai. The figures of speech 
employed by him are most natural and apt. Like Kalidasa in Sanskrit, 
Shri Govinda Pai is unequalled in the creation of similies in Kannada. 


VAISHAKHI - THE LAST DAY OF BUDDHA 
NV BUDDTIA 


“Vaishakhi" is an epic poem written about the last day of the 
Buddha. Vaishakhi means the full-moon day of Vaishakha month (2ist 
April to 21st May). The three important events, i.e., the birth of the 
Buddha, his enlightenment (Sambodhi) and his Passing away 
(Parinirvana) took place on the full: moon day of Vaishakha month. 
This is a very important and Sacred day in the religious history of the 


world. Shri Govinda Pai wrote the epic poem “Vaishakhi" in 1947. This 
is twice the size of ‘Golgotha’ in length. 
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Golgotha portrays the untimely death of a world-renowned divine — 
ersonality and kindles our sentiments of pain, mercy, excitement, 
eagemess and compassion. But in “Vaishakhi", the story of the eighty 
long years of Buddha’s life, which can be considered the full life-span 
of the divine personality of universal fame, and his peaceful death 
have been narrated. Peace and contentment prevail throughout the 
poem. The only similiarity between the two poetical works is that both 
narrate the lives of two universally renowned souls. But these works 
are different in their deeper concerns. Each produces a different 
reaction in the readers. 


"A few days before the Buddha completed eighty years, he 
partook of a delicacy prepared out of mushroom at the residence of 
Chunda, a blacksmith at Pave. From that day, he fell ill and suffered 
from unbearable dysentery. He felt that the day of his passing away 
was nearing. He informed his disciples about it and walked towards 
Kushinara. On the way he became tired and thirsty. Resting under a 

tree, he got some water through Ananda and drank it. Pukkusa, a 
merchant called on the Buddha there. As per his request, Buddha 
preached him the noble truths. Pukkusa felt blessed and presented 

two golden shawls to Buddha. Buddha again continued his journey. On 
the way he took bath in river Kakutha and again took rest in the 
mango-grove on the other bank of the river. While resting, he advised 
his disciples not to blame Chunda that Buddha died because of the 

mushroom dish served by him. He opined that Kushinara was a 
suitable place for his passing away and went there. There, he 
stretched himself in the banian grove with his head to the north, 
never to rise again. 


While resting thus, he gave suitable replies to the queries of 
Ananda. He preached the noble truths to all the bhikshus and mallas 
and advised them to live their lives in accordance with the nobie 
truths. Then there came a mendicant named Subhadra and he sought 
Ananda’s permission to see Buddha. But Ananda declined saying that 
he was very much tired. Overhearing the words of Ananda, Buddha 
called Subhadra near him and gave him the last religious instruction of 
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his life. Then, resting himself in lion-posture he entered into dee 
contemplation. In the last hour of that full moon day of the Vaishak 
month, Buddha passed away. 


At once the earth shook, lightnings flashed and rain poured } 
torrents. Brahma, Devendra, Anuruddha, and Ananda sang of th 
great event. The bhikshus spent the remaining night in religiou 
discourses. 


"Parinibbana Suttha" is the source of this narrative poem. Th 
religious instruction given to the malilas is taken from ‘Suttha Nipatha 
the Mangala Suttra (Thread of benediction) of Parinibbana Suttha. Th 
advice given to Subhadra is quoted from the ‘Dharma Chakr. 
Pravarthana Sutra of Angutthara Nikaya’. The poet read the origina 
Buddhist source books in Pali and wrote this poetical work giving fluent 
expression to the essential truths of Buddhism and Buddhist stories. 


Story as such is thin in this work. The teachings of Buddha te 
Pukkusa, Ananda, Mallas, Bhikshus and lastly to Subhadra cover ¢ 
major portion of the work. The poet has very lucidly explained the 
essential truths of Buddhism in these teachings. Journey from Pave tc 
Kushinara and attaining parinirvana (passing away) there is the mair 
theme. Descriptions of sunrise, rising of the moon, setting of the 
moon, midday, dusk and night have come in the natural process oj 
narrating the events in the course of the story. The descriptions are 
not very long, excepting that of the Buddha. 


The following poetic details express the intrinsic poetic worth o' 
Vaishakhi. 


‘Like burnt gold that sheds its dross, like the bela fruit eater 


by an elephant, like a serpent throwing off its slough" Sugatha cast 
off his body. 


“Like water showered on redhot iron, like the dream of one tha: 
evaporates after one wakes up, like camphor burns leaving no ash anc 
like the froth of fresh milk" Buddha would free himself of his body. 


"There, young babies are crying for milk in houses. The cock 
has crowed again. Eastern sky has become red. Thin rings of smoke 
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we rising from housetops. The farmer with his bullocks is piodding his 
yath to the fields. The washerman with his bundles and the fisherman 
with his net are moving to the riverside. The oilmili has begun to 
shriek and circle. Fire is biazing in the blacksmith’s furnace". 


"The Buddha was seated in the iotus-posture and appeared like 
he still pupil of the eye between the open eyelids. it is said that he 
is eighty years old. His skin is not wrinkled in the least. Not a single 
hair has gone grey. His voice is not weak and his back is not bent. 
Not a single tooth has fallen. Behold, the white lustre of his body ! 
See his half-open eyes gazing far beyond the objects of sight. See 
his ears, the elephant-gates that welcome any number of questions, 
see his mouth, the estuary where the Ganges of speech has been 
pouring into the sea since eternity and continues to pour. See him till 
your eyes are contented. See this egoless divinity of knowledge, 
contemplation, peace and effulgence’. 


_ "Buddha’s teachings to his disciples were like pouring bags and 
bags of grain into the empty barn. It was like the cart readily moving 
when the bullocks are tied to the yoke of a cart. It was like the 
penniless merchant getting the much needed capital and like showing 
a choultry to a traveller at night". 


"Blame not the arrow, when a hunter kills an animal. Blame not 
‘the bullocks, when an old rickety cart breaks down and blame not 
Chunda for serving me the mushroom dish". 


“Look upon elderly women as mother, equals as sisters and 
youngsters as children and live with them with utmost care." 


"The one who has conquered his self is the greatest among 
the heroes and he is more valiant than the one who has vanquished 
hundreds of soldiers in a battle. Hatred is cooled by friendship and not 
by hatred. Vanquish evil by goodness, miserliness by charity, 
falsehood by truth. There is no fire greater than passion and there is 
no crocodile like anger. There is no trap more dangerous than 
delusion. There is no happiness greater than peace. Bhikshus should 
not get addicted to vices, but should be always alert and industrious 
without being idle". 
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"Do not hasten to yoke others with your religion and kingdo. 
The religion and liberty of those who honour the religion and liberty ¢ 
others grow on like the vast sky. The religion, community an 
freedom of those who ruin the religion and freedom of others collaps' 
and vanish iike a water-wave". 


The effect of Buddha’s advice on the bhikshus was like th 
melting of lichen in a lake when it rains, like the filling of an emp 
quiver with shafts, like a poor beggar's getting a treasure unasked an 
like the sun filling hundreds of waterpots with his reflection.” 


“it was the last hour of Tuesday night and the fullmoon day o 
Vaishakha month. Even the fail of a mustard seed could be heard. 
Nature was silent, static and motionless. The beautiful moon o 
spotless rays descended on the western sky. The moon shone quite 
in front of the Buddha who had stretched himself in lion-posture, with 
his head to the north. The moon wrapped him in moonlight from 
forehead to feet and made the fair Buddha ifook still fairer." 


"Like a bubble that bursts, like a wave that dashes against the 
shore and disappears, like a shooting star, like a rain-cloud that 
becomes empty after pouring down its water, like a lamp with its oil 
and wicks fully used up, the Godly Buddha attained parinirvana". 


As in “Golgotha", novel descriptions and figures of speech are 
found in large measure in "“Vaishakhi' also. These are also extremely 
fascinating. Bunches of similes akin to epic similes described by 
western scholars are many in ’Vaishakhi’. This werk is replete with 
technical terms pertaining to Buddhism and Buddhist scriptures and it is 
so authentic that it appears as though it is a work by a Buddhist poet. 


| The poet was aged more than sixty years when he wrote 
Vaishakhi. The religious fervour expressed in the religious teachings 
found in the poem is quite natural to his age. 


Shri Pai has dedicated "Golgotha” to the children of his 
brothers. He has also dedicated Vaishakhi as his tearful offering to 
the beloved children of his brother, Narayana Pai, and to late Devaki 
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Bai and Manorama Bai. He has thus exhibited his affection towards 
his family members. 


It has already been mentioned that two of the epic poems 

‘about the great divine souls are incomplete. Of these "“Prabhasa’ is 

the first and Dehali (Delhi) is the second. Kaliya Mardana Krishna 

(Krishna who crushed Kaliya the cobra) was Shri Pai’s family-deity. 

He translated “Shri Krishna Charite” from Bengali to Kannada. He 

made a deep study of Sanskrit and Kannada Bhagavathas. His 

devotion for Gandhiji was also great. His intense patriotism and 

devotion towards Gandhiji and the shooting down of the Father of the 

_ Nation by an Indian that too after our independence must have 
prompted him to write an elegy on Gandhiji. 


LAST DAY OF SHRIKRISHNA - PRABHASA 


The comet that had once appeared in the sky and had 
stretched for a long distance had disappeared long ago. The moon 
* rose in the east, the Venus shone brightly and the cock crowed. 
Hearing the long sound of Panchajanya, the different Yadava groups 
like Vrishnis, Andhakas, Bhojas, Sathpathas etc. sailed southwards 
with their fleet and arrived at the Prabhasa port. 


Many months ago, they had played a mischief. They beautifuily 
dressed Samba, the son of Jambavathi, the most handsome among 
the Yadava boys, adorned him with beautiful ornaments and disguised 
him like a beautiful pregnant woman. Then, they took him before the. 
sages doing penance at the sacred place of Pindaraka and said, “Oh 
holy men, this is Babhru's wife. She is pregnant. What will she 
deliver ?, a boy or a girl ?". Hearing these words and grasping their 
mischief the sages became angry. They said, "The boy will give birth 
to a pounding pesile which will destroy your clan” and cursed the 
Yadavas. The Yadavas then went to Dwaraka and explained 
everything to Shri Krishna. Shri Krishna then said, "like the spark of 
fire in a haystack and like an axe under a tree the curse of sages 
will never become fruitless. We cannot prevent a wave lashing against 
the shore, and we cannot command the same wave to come again. 
Whatever should happen will happen", and sent them away. 
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Within a few days, Samba experienced delivery pains. Like a 
thicket of bamboos giving birth to fire, he gave birth to a thorny 
pounding pestle of steel. The Yadavas broke it into minute bits an 
threw them in mid ocean. These minute bits of steel came fioating to 
the shore of Prabhasa. These bits sprouted and grew strong like 
marine grass and bided time. But one long steel neecie still remained 
and a fish swallowed it. A hunter by name, Jara netted this fish and 
cut it open. He then found the long steei needle in its belly. Jara took 
it and used it as an arrow for hunting. 


Years rolled on. Thirty six years elapsed after the conclusion of 
the Mahabharatha war in Kurukshetra and after the coronation of 
Yuchishtira as the emperor of Hastinavathi. Many serious ill-omens 
Started appearing in Dwaraka. A terrific being with a tall monstrous 
frame, blue and red in colour began to appear in Yadava homes. The 
arrows shot at him dropped on the ground without even touching his 
body. Storms began to blow. Rats began to march in the open without 
being afraid of men and cats. The parrots at home used to scream day 
and nignt. An unusually long comet began to appear in the sky. The 
Yadavas pretended to be theists but were rank atheists in hearts. They 
did not worship God, teachers and elders. Shri Krishna observed ail 
these and remembered the curse of Gandhari, that the Yadava clan 
should suffer total destruction. He also remembered the curse of the 
sages of Pindaraka and felt that the end of Yadavas was fast 
approaching. Even the steady sun appears to be trembling in the 
unsteady and shaking water below. Similarly Shri Krishna appeared to be 
afraid eventhough he was really fearless. He issued Strict orders that no 
one should drink intoxicating beverages in Dwaraka and warned the 
peopie of stringent punishment if found guilty”. 


At this poini, "Prabhasa" comes to an abrupt end. It seems that 
the work would have been at least three times longer than what it is, if 
it had been carried to its natural compietion. in the compieted part, the 
root cause of the riotous fight among the Yadavas, namely the curses 
of the sages of Pindaraka and later the curse of Gandhari have been 
mentioned. Later the disastrous consequences of the thorny pestle 
delivered by Samba, the arrow of the hunter hitting Shri Krishna and the 
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final passing away of the great incarnation would have been dealt with 
_ina very grand manner. if Shri Pai had continued the work, he would 
_ have definitely completed it in a very touching and fascinating manner. 

When we think about it, we cannot but realise the magnitude of the loss 

suffered by Kannada literature as a result of this incormpletion. 


When we ponder over the astounding heights of Shri Pai’s 
genius and erudition and the grand picture of Shri Krishna’s concluding 
his incarnation, we begin to doubt whether anyone else can write such 
an everlasting picture - such a radiant poetical work. 


Throughout his life, Shri Pai was continuously carrying on his 
penance of poetry-writing when he was ceaselessly listening to the 
majestic chorus and wondering at the grand glory of the depth, wealth 
and expanse of the vast blue ocean that was ever-roaring quite in front 
of his house. Shri Pai had written about the sea, the boat, the wave, 
the ferry etc. in his earlier poems, big and small. But we are to make 

a special note of the grand and exhaustive description of the sea in 
’ Prabhasa, his epic fragment : 


“Roll on and welter, oh ! blue sea, roar and expiode like 
thunder and lightening. Rush at the shore as though to drown all earth 
and retreat without doing so. While sometimes you appear calm and 
soothe our minds, sometimes you look agitated and perplex us. You 
are an endless world of music. You are a single-stringed instrument 
(‘Kinnar’) to which the whole world is listening. Eventhough you ever 
give out waves of sound, you are a source of solitude. Are you the 
sea of water or the abode of divine rhythm ? Are you moaning 
because the Mount Mandara mercilessly churned you, or are you 
grieving because the gods of heaven robbed you of the fourteen 
gems? Since how many yugas and kalpas have you been rolling and 
angrily roaring like this ? From the beginning of creation, till its last 
day, this earth is born again and again. Kingdoms have been rising 
and disappearing. But you have been the same without any change 
like the sun and the moon. You are rolling and roaring at present as 
you were in the past, and you would continue to roll and roar in future 
also as at present. 
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You are a giant-sized mirror reflecting the great deluge throug 
a storm. You are whole and there are no cracks and cleavages i 
your rolling movement and rage. Even Kala, the great God of tim 
would not dare to come near you. All the species of creation that one 
can find on earth can be found in you also. As one who is wellversed 
in the ways of the world, you rernain calm and quiet during ebbs and 
deeply dignified during tides. Eventhough you drink the water of all 
rivers, you do not swell. Eventhough you pour rainwater on the bosom 
of the earth you do not shrink. Man’s mad rush to conquer the whole 
earth and to turn it into a desert comes to a halt before you. You are 
black in het countries and are white ice in polar regions. You are the 
Salt of life. You are old and aged and you ever remind us of eternity. 
How long, how wide and how deep you are ! You surround the earth 
SO neatly and nicely and protect the earth as a moat protects a fort. 


Shri Govinda Pai has described the sea in a deep, magnified 
and majestic style appropriate. to the deep, measureless and majestic 
sea itself. This description, which appears in the very beginning of the 
work amazes the readers. This single description is sufficient to prove 
the greatness of the epic ’Prabhasa’ 


- The poetical work is dedicated to his foster-mother Subbamma. 


GANDHIJI’S LAST DAY - DEHALI (DELHI) 


__ Writing on the 21 day fast that Mahatma Gandhiji observed in 
Delhi in 1924, Shri Govinda Pai likened Gandhiji to sage Shuka who 
introduced the bhakthi cult on the earth. Continuing, Shri Pai states 
that Gandhiji was like the Buddha, Jesus and Prophet Mohammed. 
As we know, Shri Pai accepted Gandhiji as his Gury (Master) and 
went to Nausari to dedicate himself to india’s freedom Struggle. 
Gandhiji gave a divine and novel form to our freedom Struggle based 
on the principles of truth and non-violence, the fruits of which were 
renunciation and self sacrifice. Just as this lifeideal of Gandhiji 
attracted many gifted youths of those days, it fascianted Shri Pai 
also from the beginning. Therefore Gandhiji has been highly praised in 
many of his poems. The Partition of India caused great grief to 
Gandhiji as it hurt many in our country. Therefore he undertook a tour 
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of Naukhali to wipe off the tears of those who were subjected to 

_ sorrow and suffering and were in tears as a result of partition. Driven 
by the burning blaze of communal violence, lakhs and lakhs of 
refugees came fleeing from Pakistan. They had lost their houses, 
properties and children. They came running from Pakistan like a 
violent force that rose in their bodies and like a mind confused due to 
insanity. All they possessed were the clothes they wore. All through 
the night they covered themselves with cold and during day time they 
burnt themselves in the blazing sun. It was during this time that a 
mad youth attempted to explode a bomb with the intention of ending 
Gandhiji’s life. But luckily no one was hurt. This was a signal to 
Gandhiji, which foreboded the lurking danger to his life. Eventhough 
Gandhiji himself knew this and the Government repeatedly warned him, 
Gandhiji went about busily engaging himself in the task of consoling 
those who were sufferirg and sorrow stricken. He did not seek any 
protection for himself. The vision for both the eyes is one. Likewise 
God is impartial to the virtuous and the wicked. Under these 
circumstances, friend and foe are one and the same to me", so 
thinking he remained undisturbed. 


Again within ten days, when Ganahiji was walking to the venue 
of his evening prayer-meeting without any proteciion, another mad youth 
named Nathuram Vinayak Godse shot Gandhiji. Singing “Hey Ram’, 
‘Hey Ram’ Bapuji collapsed on the ground and breathed his last. 


Shri Govinda Pai sings this elegy thus : 


“Alas, what have you done, alas ! oh ! sinner of sinners; you 
have verily slain the noble Bodhisattva ! You have turned to be a 
Rahu to the sun illumining the whole world. You have strangled the 
very conscience of the world ! You have desecrated the water-source 
from which the whole humanity was drinking. Oh !, embodiment of 
evill You have become the axe cutting at the very roots of the 
Kalpavriksha, the heavenly tree. 


Alas ! Whom did you kill ? You, who call yourself a Hindu 
have killed the Hindu. You, who call yourself an Indian have ended 
the life of the best Indian. You, who think yourself to be a human 
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being, have crushed the very crown of humanity. Oh !, embodiment cf 
sin, you have murdered the most trusted friend of the whole humanity, 
the Mahatma, whom none else but himself could equal ! Oh ! soul! of 
sin, didn’t your conscience wrench your heart when you thought of 
slaying him ? 


You have broken the neck of the morning-cock that used to 
awaken you thrice everyday. Are you blind and hard-hearted like the 
steel-shot fired by you ? Like a venomous cobra, you have bitten 
Hinduism and Indianism. You have destroyed the pride of the Indian 
people, in this world. Even, an uncivilised brute would have desisted 
from committing the heinous crime you committed. How did you feel 
like slaying the sacred brown-cow giving plenty of milk, that too a 
cow that had recently given birth to a calf ? Even an infidel would not 
have committed this crime. 


‘All the peaks of the Himalayas cannot hide the awful sin you 
have committed and ali the water in the Indian Ocean cannot wash it 
away. Fire is not hot enough to burn your sin. | wish to forget this but 
alas ! my life is not long enough for that. 


“Oh |! apsaras of the waves, Yakshis of the hills, Gandharvas of 
the mountains and gods of cities, sing the glory of the Mahatma in 
varied pitches, and wail. Sing in one voice and in one tune to the music 
of veena, flute and cymbals. Sing with us and sing with the world and 
wail on. Weep for the Mahatma. Weep for the great weaver who taught 
us tO spin, weave and wear clothes woven with our own hands / 
Lament for the worid charioteer of righteousness, who matched 
spiritualism with politics. Sing the praise of the physician of non- 
violence who prescribed the one infallible medicine of non-violence for 
all the ills of the world. Mourn for the great champion of the 
downtrodden, who lifted up our brothers, the so called untouchables and 
called them Harijans | Lament for the great redeemer of Hindu religion 
Sing the glory of the great scholar who carried on research in truth ! 


“Crores and crores of Indian people are buming in the bonfire of 
this Borrow. Oh ocean, give enough water to these people to shed 
fears on this saddest hour ! Oh ! thunder of the early monsoon, give 
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them conclusive utterance so that they can bitterly cry ! Oh, 
hailstorm, grant them the terrific exhaling breath so that they can wail 
jn heart-rending lamentation. Oh ! Mahashesha, give us two thousand 
tongues to sing his praise. Mother India, you have fost the great 
benefactor of our race and fook like a mooniess sky. Your face is 
bedecked wiih the stars of tears. Oh, our beloved mother, listen to 
our heart-rending cry !" 


Here, the epic fragment “Delhi comes to an abrupt end. More 
than all other epic pcems, the song of sorrow has flown like a river in 
this poem. As the poet himself has put it, this is a song of sorrow 
and a poem of tears. The poet himself has stated that Bharath Matha 
herself should listen to this song with her tearful face. 


In ali the above complete and incomplete epic fragments we 
can find the style and signs of a great poetical work. We can discern 
in all these epic fragments the seeds of a great epic which, taking 
up a momentous incident, enlarges and extends even very minuie 
and delicate points with glorious descriptions, varied figures of speech 
and extended similes and thus captivates readers. Hence Govinda Pai 
is acclaimed as one of the great Kannada poets. 


IV. HEBBERALU - DRISHYA KAVYA (THE THUMB - A PLAY) 


lt has already been stated Shri Govinda Pai started writing 
poems from his childhood days. He had the natura! talent for writing 
poetry. He aiso equipped himself with ali the necessary skills, literary 
erudition and mastery of prosody and poetics. He presenied poetical 
works like Gilivindu and Golgotha and earned considerable renown in 
the world of literature. Discarding the second letter rhyme, he opened 
a new path of writing poetry. But, for sometime after his beloved 
wife’s demise, except for a few sonnets and a few poems of Nanda 
Deepa, he did not seriously engage himself in poetry-writing but 
devoted himself to research. It was during this period that Shri 
Pandeshwar addressed a fervent appeal to the Scholarbird 
(Pandithavakki). Touched by this appeal, Shri Pai first wrote a play by 
name ‘Hebberalu’ (Thumb) as though to test his poetical skill. When it 
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was published in 1946, Shri Pai was suddenly catapulted into th 
galaxy of the first ranking Kannada poets of the time. In the very ne 
year i.e. in 1947 Vaishakhi was also published and it justified th 
exalted position of Shri Pai. Within the next two years i.e. in 194 
Shri Pai was conferred the most deserving title of Poet Laureate ir 
Kannada and he was offered the high honour of presiding over th 
annual Kannada Literary Conference. 


The subject-matter of ‘Hebberalu’ is drawn from the story o 
Ekalavya found in the Adiparva of the Mahabharatha’. Withou 
narrating the story as it is in the original Mahabharatha, the poet ha 
made some changes here and there as found appropriate to hi 
imagination. In the original story, Hiranyadhanu is Ekalavya’s father. 
Here, he is Ekalavya’s uncle. As per the original story, Drona 
declined to teach archery to Ekalavya when he was approached, on 
the ground that Ekalavya was a hunter by birth. Ekalavya made an 
earinen image of Drona and practised archery in front of it. 


One day the Kuru princes went out for hunting. On this 
occasion their hunting hound returned with its mouth full of arrows. 
Observing this, they set out to explore the cause of the dexterous 
trick and found that it was the archery of Ekalavya. They asked him 
from whom he iearned the archery. Ekalavya then prompily replied 
ihat he was Drona’s disciple. But Drona had told Arjuna that none 
among his disciples would surpass him in archery. Then Arjuna 
promptly came to Drona and narrated the happenings. Drona came 
with his disciples to Ekalavya and questioned him about the matter. 
Ekalavya agreed that he was Drona’s disciple. Drona then asked 
Ekalavya to offer his right thumb as his fee to his teacher (Guru 


Dakshina). Without any hesitation, Ekalavya cut off his right thumb 
and offered it to Drona. 


Drona very well knew that Ekalavya’s dexterity in archery wouid 
be stunted if his thumb was cut off. As per the original story, it 
appears that Drona did so to make Arjuna a master archer excelling 
everyone eise in the world in archery. But, the play ‘'Hebberalu" 
dramatizes very effectively and poignantly, Drona’s dilemma, his fear 
that he would be incurring the displeasure of the emperor by teaching 
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a bhil boy, Ekalavya’s instantaneous response and his cutting off and 
offering his right thumb and Drona’s fears about the horrible 

calamitous consequences of the hatred between the so called upper 
. and lower castes, between the so called Aryans and non-Aryans. By 
creating a group of special character ’Gondaladavaru’ akin to the 
‘Chorus’ of the Greek dramas and through them informing the 
audience about the connecting facts conducive to the comprehensive 
understanding of the drama, the poet has heightened the effect of the 
drama. Drona refuses to teach archery to Ekalavya. But the bhi! boy 
learns archery by self-effort. In spite of this, Drona asks for 
Ekalavya’s thumb with the sole intention of facilitating Arjuna’s 
progress and elevation to the highest point of excellence as Arjuna is 
his pupil belonging to upper ciass. Is this proper ? Discussing this 
quesiion, the poet presents the problem of mutuai conflict and clash 
due.to caste hatred and causes the audience to be agitated. As a 
result, the play has become highly poetic. 


‘Hebberalu’ is a drama with four scenes. In total there are two 
hundred and eighty lines. Excluding the nine quatrains, most of the 
remaining part in the drarna is in a metre which most people call as 
‘Sarala Ragale’. Tne poet has named it as “Jhampe’. Even these 
quatrains here belong io the ciass of meire called ‘Chanda’ in Hindi 
classics, like Tulasidas Ramayana etc. 


Hiranyadhanu was a bhil cheiftain who lived in a village about 
ten ‘gavudas (120 miles) away from Hastinavati. Ekalavya was his 
elder brother's son. He had already iearni archery jrom his parents 
but he was eager to acquire greater dexterity in it. "| can shoot down 
a flying bird and bring it to my feet from its place in the sky. | can 
forcibly fetch a new born cub from its mother’s presence and rear it. 
With my spear, | can cut into two the fish swimming in flowing water. 
i can slice into two the gooseberry in my friend’s paim without hurting 
his hand", repeating these lines Ekalavya enters on the stage 
whistling and striking his bowstring. Like a tiger-cub suffering from 
stomachpain before deep coijourstripes take shape on its body, he 
desired to go over to Hastinavati and learn archery at the feet oi 
Drona. But these moves of Ekalavya began to worry Hiranyadhanu. 
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He was sure that Aryans would not teach archery to non-Aryans. He 
was even afraid that some danger might befall Ekalavya if he went to 
Hastinavathi. He spoke in anxiety, “My dear child, you are only eager 
to sip honey. But you forget that the honeybee stings the intruder. 
Don’t meddie with the affairs of Drona. The archery | taught you is 
sufficient for even one thousand years. Like an elephant that walks 
erect, live a straight-forward life in this forest.” Eventhough 
Hiranyadhanu advised thus, Ekalavya was obstinate and was bent 
upon going to Drona. At last Hiranyadhanu agreed to send Ekaiavya. 
Hiranyadhanu said, “Dear child, go then. May Lord Shiva protect you. 
! would light a lamp before our deity and offer milk, | would sacrifice 
@ buffalo to Goddess “Mari”. | would offer toddy to our Goddesses of 
forest and water. | would offer sheep and fowls to our deceased 
ancestors. i shall feed ail the people of our tribe. May you become 
the greatest bowman in the worid*. Hiranyadhanu was protecting Bhils 
like the mother-root protecting the tree, and was guarding Ekalavya 
like the serpent protecting the gem on its hood and like the tongue 
protecting its taste. He blessed Ekalavya and saw him off. 


Ekalavya became highly elated at the thought of going to 
Hastinapura. Whistling and striking his bow-string he got ready to 
Start. Like an eagie that has just opened his eyes flying freely in the 
sky, Ekalavya set out". 


The above is the story of the first scene. All the events here 
take piace in a bhil village on the bank of the Ganges. Grass-roofed 
houses, sheep, goats and cows grazing in front of the houses, the 
doves twittering on roofs, blacksmiths making bows and arrows, 
women twisting the bow-strings and spinning in wheels etc. make up 
the background of the first scene. The second scene is an open plain 
on the bank of the Ganges, in front of the military academy of Drona. 
i was a little away from the palace of Hastinavathi. The mixed bustle 


of the military school was audible. It was early forenoon. Drona was 
Speaking to himself with pride. 


“| have given good military training to the princes of the Kuru 
clan. They have become highly skilled in elephant, chariot, horse and 
ground warfares. Like ‘Omkara’ among sounds, Arjuna excels everyone 
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else among the princes. He can take food eventhough the lamp is put 
out. He can correctiy shoot arrows, even in the dead of night. He 
‘ has shot down the tiny omen-bird resting behind the leaves of a tree. 
Like Samaveda that is loudly sung and propagated by the Udgatru, 
like a bow that earns reputation on account of the divine shafts, like 
the sacrificial fire that blazes up when the final offering is poured, my 
reputation would spread far and wide through Arjuna’s bowmanship". 


Whereas Hiranyadhanu uses words like toddy, sheep, buffaio 
etc. in his utterances. Drona uses words like Samaveda, divine shaft, 
final offering etc. Thus in ‘Hebberalu’, we find ample evidence of Shri 
Pai’s skill in using words appropriate to the characters and suitable to 
the situations. "Ekalavya arrived at the spot when Drona was speaking 
to himself. Ekalavya prostrated before Drona and Drona blessed him. 
Ekalavya then requested the Master bowman to teach him archery. 
Drona was agreeable to teach provided the princes agreed. When 
- Drona made enquiries, Dharma Raja said that Ekalavya shouid be 
taught. Karna forgot his own origin and background and stated that 
Ekalavya should not be given training in archery. Kaurava also 
followed suit. Arjuna stood scratching the ground with downcast eyes. 


Drona was now in a dilemma. He was apprehensive of the 
reaction of the Kuru elders if he accepted Ekalavya as his student. 
_Ekalavya again asked Drona what was his decision on his request. 
Now Drona was forced to speak out. He said, "You are a bhil boy and 
non-Aryan. Oh child, you should not be taught archery which is 
classed as the fifth veda". Then Ekalavya asked, "Are not Non- 
Aryans human beings?" This style of speaking surprised Drona. Drona 
also displayed his erudition to justify his argument. He replied, "Aryans 
and Non-Aryans are different like the eagle and the crow among birds, 
and like the tiger and the cat among animals. Does the eagle teach 
the art of flying with steady outstretched wings to the crow ? Does 
the tiger teach the cat how to pounce upon its prey?" But, the master 
of military tactics was really very much agitated. He thought, "First 
and foremost | am a Brahmin, Is it then proper for me to teach this 
science to a hunter boy ? Moreover, | am earning my livelihood by 
the grace of Kshatriyas. Should | violate their political policy ? When 
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social customs prohibit a branmin from teaching the hunters, how can 
| transgress these customs ?" 


Ekalavya also did not give up his obstinacy. He argued “Oh 
Lord, doesn’t fire preserve smoke in its bosom ? Doesn’t a hill carry 
grass on its head ? Doesn't the toddy poured into the Ganges 
become the Ganges?" This logical argument rather bewildered Drona. 
He secretly admired the wisdom in Ekalavya. But without showing it 
outwardly he said, “Fire is put out by smoke. Hillis are charred by wild 
forest-fire because of the grass. Who will drink the toddy just because 
it is prepared with Ganges water?" At last Drona confessed that his 
condition was like that of a person caught up between the two blades 
of an arecanut-cutter. He apojogetically said that he was not in a 
position to break the stringent religious and socia! laws of the Aryans. 
When Ekaiavya was about to leave, Drona blessed him and said, 
“May God protect ycu. May you become a highly skilled bowman. 
Live long. May you enjoy a comfortable journey". Then Ekalavya 
thought "God will help me even though man declines to help. 
Determination to iearn is the most important thing. Guru is only 
instrumental. Even an image of clay will teach if you have the will to 
learn". He decided to learn all the techniques of archery and left the 
place whistling and striking his bow-string". 


Here ends the second scene. The intense conflict in Drona is 
depicted in this scene of “Hebberalu". His inner voice told him that he 
ought to teach the boy who eagerly came to learn. But Drona 
hesitated because he was afraid that he would have to face the 
opposition of the society and social customs if he taught the boy. 
Years ago, when he was in dire poverty he had gone to his oid 
classmate Drupada for help. But he was insulted. Luckily he got a 
Safe shelter under the protective umbrella of the Kuru clan. Perhaps 
Drona got frightened that he would be caught up again in the whirlpool 
of sufferings if he lost this patronage and protection. Even then, Drona 
blessed Ekalavya. This blessing became his inspiration and Ekalavya 
firmly believed that he could learn even from an image of clay if he 
was really intent on learning. The first scene of the third act takes 
place in a bhil village. With all faith and devotion Ekalavya used to 
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practice archery before the clay image of Drona. Hiranyadhanu 
became more worried when he saw Ekalavya’s intent efforts. He 
‘ spoke to himself : 


"Ekalavya says that he is practising archery by shooting arrows 
in the presence of the clay image. Is our child Ekalavya mad ? Why 
is he wasting his years thus 7?" Shail | shoot the arrows like this ?" 
he asks himself. "It is proper if | shoot thus" he answers himself. 
How did he fal! a prey to this strange madness of digging a well for 
the mirage, feeding grass io a granite bull and speaking with one’s 
own shadow ? Is it not enough if he learns to shoot arrows at birds, 
beasts and fish to earn our food ? Is it not enough if he learns to 
shoot down kites and hawks which knock off our poultry ? Is it not 
enough if he acquires the skill to kill the tigers and woives that kill 
our cattle ? Why this acrobatics of becoming an expert bowman ? 
We have no quarrel with the hunters of neighbouring areas. For us, 
there is no necessity to fight. | do not understand why he should take 
up such adventurous tasks". Hiranyadhanu was afraid that some 
danger may befall his child ! 


Ekalavya came there whistling and siriking the bow-string. He 
requested his uncle to kindly permit him to go to his Guru and to 
return after offering obeisances and gifts. Then Hiranyadhanu asked, 
"Sometime back you went to tne very abode of the serpent and 
played on the musical pipe. Is it not enough ? Should you again poke 
a stick into the serpent’s hole and incite him ? Are you presenting 
your offering ? What will you do if he asks for your hand itself ? °. 
Promptly came the reply from Ekalavya, "I shall cut off my hand and 
offer it to him. My dear father, this bow is his. This hand also is his. 
| offered my hand to him the day ! started learning archery from him. 
Then onwards this hand is not mine. if he returns it, | shall receive it. 
Otherwise | shall offer it to him. The contentment that | have studied 
under his guidance is enough for me. | can have peace only if | repay 
his debt. What if | lose my right hand ? Don’t | have my left hand ? 
| can cut with my sword and strike with my mace. | can press the 
bow with foot and pull the string with teeth and shoot the arrow with 
left hand and carry on hunting. Please permit me. | shall come 


81 


again". Hiranyadhanu very well knew that this was something lik 

working on one’s own field and paying rent to others. But whe 

Ekalavya insisted on going, Hiranyadhanu could not but agree. Wit 

tears trickling from his eyes, he permitted Ekalavya to go. He then 
said, "Go now and return at the earliest. May God protect you. 
Return safely without even the flower on your head fading". 


He was quite uneasy in mind thinking that something 
disastrous would befall them. Moreover, many startling events boding 
calamity had been taking place for the past few days. Therefore, 
Hiranyadhanu also followed Ekalavya without being seen by him. 
Being unable to leave Ekalavya aione and being eager to listen to the 
conversation between Drona and Ekalavya, he followed Ekalavya like 
the tongue moving about the shaky tooth. He carefully observed from 
his hiding. He was afraid that some calamity might befall his brother's 
son as Drona was an Aryan. The third scene concludes here. The 
fourth scene is on the platform under the banian tree standing on the 
plain near the bhil village. The scene begins with the entry of Drona. 
Drona was very much agitated over the conditions prevailing then in 
Bharath. The conflict between Aryans and Non-Aryans, the seething 


jealousy between his pupils namely, Kauravas and Pandavas, all these 
things disturbed his mind. He thought : 


"The future of India seems to be very dark. Hatred, jealously, 
caste feeling, the disparity between the so called noble and the low 
communities are increasing day by day. Brahmins are noi allowed to 
teach what they know to the non-brahmins. They did not mix with the 
non-brahmins. At present, Aryans resemble the non-Aryans in every 
limb of theirs. Then, why is this evil obstinacy and differentiation ? 
Even after hearing the melodious notes of the Cuckoo, will you call it 
a crow ? Is the sacred statement that ‘Everything is Brahman" 
applicable only for us or for others also ? The so called non-Aryans 
should be amalgamated with the Aryans at the earliest. This itself is 
our present dharma. This is our duty. This is the touchstone of our 
Aryanism. The inferior gold amalgamated with good quality gold 
shines as king’s crown. The flowers held in the palms give fragrance 
to both the palms. In the same way, if we welcome non-Aryans to 
our midst and we become one with each other, it will facilitate the 
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well-being and prosperity of our society for all times to come. 
' Otherwise, the preponderance of upper-castes, like excessive rains 
‘ resulting in floods or rotting of crops may ruin all of us. Who would 
listen to my words ? The struggle perhaps will not stop unless a great 
war breaks out. We cannot join them. The fire of jealousiy between ithe 
Kauravas and the Pandavas is aiso burning. We do not know, when it 
will biaze out like wild foresifire". Arjuna arrived at the spot when 
Drona was brooding thus. Sadness was written large on Arjuna’s face. 
Observing Arjuna’s cheerless face, Drona asked his beloved pupil, 
"Why are you cheerless ? Did your hunting become a futile attempt ? 
Was there any quarrel with the Kauravas ? Please put out the fire of 
infighting between the Kauravas and the Pandavas. Otherwise, what 
would be the fate of our country? Tne Kshatriya class itself may be 
destroyed. Yudhishtira, ihe son of Dharma, does not want this feud 
between you two. Atleast, you must be patient". Arjuna then gave 
vent to his grief. "| don’t deserve to be called your beloved pupil". 
Consoling Arjuna, Drona then said, "Will an arrow ever reject a bow ? 
Will an eye ever feel that its pupil is an unwanted burden ? You are 
my heir-pupil. You are to be the world-renowned hero". Arjuna then 
replied, “Your statement that | would be a world-famous hero does not 
hold good from ioday. All our hunting hounds have returned with their 
mouths shut with arrows. None of the hounds has been hurt. What a 
-wonderfui skill | What a marvellous archery is his ! " These words 
struck Drona with surprise. Drona asked who that bowman excelling 
Arjuna was. To this enquiry, Arjuna told Drona ail that he knew 
about Ekalavya. 


Arjuna ieads Drona to the place. Where Drona sees his own 
image. Then Ekalavya also arrived at the spot. Ekalavya had already 
learnt that Drona will be coming there with the Kuru princes. Drona 
and Arjuna meet Ekalavya who comes there whistling and twanging 
his bow. The prophecy of Drona in the beginning of the 4th scene 
materialises due to the tragic event portrayed in the next scene. 


Ekalavya placed his bow and arrows at the feet of Drona and 
prostrated. He begged Drona to pardon him for unknowingly shooting 
arrows at the hounds of the Kuru princes. Then, Drona expressed his 
admiration for Ekalavya’s dexterity in archery. Ekalavya said that it 
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was all due to Drona’s blessings. He explained how he practised 
archery and confessed that he had not yet formally concluded his 
training. Then Drona said, "If | am your Guru, shouldn’t you offer me 
gurudakshina?" Ekalavya then said, "| myself wanted to tell that. | 
have not yet offered gurudakshina to you. | have not yet formally 
concluded my training. For this very reason | set out to meet you. 
But | learnt that you are coming this side. Therefore, | have been 
awaiting your arrival here. Oh, Guru, please tell me what | should 
offer as dakshina. | can offer my very life for what | have learnt from 
you". Smilingly Drona then said, "If | ask you to offer your right 
thumb ...... " At once Ekalavya exclaimed "This moment, it is yours". 
He pulled out a sharp curved weapon from his quiver at Drona’s feet, 
knelt before his guru, cut off his thumb and placed it at his Guru’s 
feet." Now, blood began to gush out. Drona and Arjuna were 
bewildered at this sight. Out of sorrow and astonishment Drona 
exclaimed. “Alas, what have you done !" Then Ekalavya slowly 
stammered, “/ ha ... ve .... gi... ven.... the ..... NG, AND ee you 
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tao couldn't suppress his surging feelings. "What a dangerous feat you 
have performed !" he exclaimed. Drona knelt down near Ekalavya 
saying, “You took seriously what | said just for fun and subjected 
yourself to suffering" and affectionately stroked Ekalavya’s head with 
one hand. With the other hand, he bandaged the wound with his cloth 
and held its tightly. 


Having witnessed all this, Hiranyadhanu suddenly jumped forward 
and snatched Ekalavya from Drona’s hands. He tightly held the wound 
with the cloth of his turban drenched in cool water. Boiling with rage, he 
then stared at Drona and derided him for his cunning. Many doubts and 
fears about the Aryans had plagued Hiranyadhanu, when Ekalavya had 
set out to learn archery under Drona, when Drona declined to teach 
Ekalavya and again when Ekalavya came back and began practising 
archery before Drona’s earthen image speaking to himself. Now it 
appeared as though those fears and doubts concretised 


before his eyes 
and red rage filled his head. He angrily said : : 
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"Oh, Master archer, touch not this bhil boy and ruin your 
immaculate sanctity. Do not drench you sacred silk in his blood and 
make it impure. Will anyone set fire to himself and run about for 
water ? Alas, non Aryans are unaware of this kind of cunning. This 
game of yours has cost us our lives". He then opened the bandage 
and had a look at the wound. Then looking at Drona, he again 
continued his verbal attack, "What a cruel murderous act is this ! 
What a cunning deed ! What a revenge ! What treachery ! what 
cruelty ! It appears as though they do not have even a drop of blood 
in their eyes !| A wolf kissed a sheep ! A serpent with outspread 
hood laughed !" Having said so, he uttered soothing words to console 
Ekalavya and lighten the pain of his wound. He begged God to save 
atleast the life of his child. Then again he angrily spoke to Drona, 
"They say that you are an Aryan, a brahmin and a master teacher. 
Alas, you have learnt all shastras ! What a heinous act have you 
committed !| What if he is a bhil ! Is he not a child ? Even his 
_ milk-teeth have not fallen. Instead of asking for his thumb you could 
have asked for mine. | would have given". So saying, he 
affectionately stroked Ekalavya and scolded Drona. 


Drona then said, “Oh, dear man, curse me as much as you 
want. | shall bear all your curses on my head. Any curse of yours is 
negligible before the magnitude of my crime and the pain splitting 
your bosom. You may believe or not. | asked for his thumb really 
just for fun. Before | concluded my words, he cut his thumb." To this, 
Hiranyadhanu said, “Who am | to curse you ? No curse can affect 
great men like you. My heart still tells me that you asked for his 
thumb out of envy. Anything sinful that we do, to complete a task, 
finally goes to torpedo the very task. There are no two opinions on 
this. The Great One is above all. He sees everything". As soon as 
Hiranyadhanu completed his words, Drona said, "You have said that 
the Great One is above all. Then my burden is lightened. Let us 
submit all our divergent views to Him. Let Him settle all issues. That 
is enough". 


Then Ekalavya asked for some water and water was brought. 
Ekalavya was able to speak when he drank it. “Dear father, don’t 
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worry. Now | am all right. Don’t | have my left thumb ? If I enjoy tt 

grace of my Guru, my left thumb is enough for me. | shall pull t 

bow-string with that and shoot out arrows." He again asked for wat 
to drink and said, “You unnecessarily cursed our Guru. He said § 
just for fun. But | at once cut off my thumb and gave it. Please t 

me whether it was my fault or his ?". Again he drank some wate 
and said, "Oh my father, please don’t be angry on my Guru. Oh m 
Guru, please forgive me for the unkind words spoken by my father. 
Drona’s heart melted when he heard these words. He kneit befor 
Ekalavya, bowed his head and requested Ekalavya to forgive hit 
Ekalavya was taken aback at this unexpected turn and said, "Alas 
why should you bow before me ? Afterail, what is a fish to forgive | 
lake ? Whai is speech to forgive the face ? You should not spea 
such words." Drona then said, "Does not a bow bend before arrows 
Dear child, |! am to bow down before your devotion". Turning t 
Hiranyadhanu, he continued, "If you cannot treat his wound, | sha 
take him with me, apply the necessary medicines, cure his wound 
and send him back." But Hiranyadhanu replied, "There are many ii 
our tribe who know many wonderful medicines unheard of by Aryans 
But for the nail, they can make a new finger sprout from an existin 
finger. Don’t trouble yourself. | shall get it treated myself". 


Hearing these words, Ekalavya became happy. He said, “Dea 
father, invite my Guru to our house. Feast him with fruits, milk 
honey, butter, and curds and make him happy.” Hiranyadhanu agree 
and invited Drona to his house. He said, “Let us drink milk and hone 
together and settle our dispute. Please come." Ekalavya also said 
“Oh my Guru, didn't Shreeram eat what Shabari offered ? Conside 
what we give as Shabari’s berries. Please come and accept what w 
offer". Drona pacified them Saying that he would visit them the nex 
day. Drona blessed Ekalavya "Live for full one hundred years an 
prosper and be happy. Be a great bowman. May Lord Narayan: 
protect you. Let us meet tomorrow," and saw them off. Arjuna als¢ 
expressed his admiration for Ekalavya’s wonderful archery. 
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Sadness of Drona in the beginning of this scene intensified as a 
result of this untoward happening. The words, “Any sinful act committed 
‘for completing a task, torpedoes the very task," spoken by the bhil 
‘chieftain struck deep into his mind. He had asked for the bhil boy’s 
thumb with the good of the Kuru princes in mind. But now, he had a 
premonition that the same might become instrumental in ruining the 
Kuru clan. Vexed by these thoughts, Drona lamenied, "Alas, will all the 
Kshatriyas be wiped off from Bharath in future ?" Shri Govinda Pai 
makes the chorus sing the following lines as the epilogue of the play. 


"It is the duty of great souls (Mahaimas) to raise others to their 
own exalted position. Crushing others under their feet and keeping 
them away is an evil act committed only by the evil-minded. Giving 
up the old differences of ‘you’ and ’we’ and living in love, brotherhood, 
unity and oneness is the secret of the wellbeing and prosperity of our 
motherland. A thicket of bamboos does not allow other plants to grow 
in its midst. But the bamboo thicket is destroyed in the fire produced 
by its own friction. Diseases sneak into the body when general bodily 
health worsens. When a country becomes weak due to internal 
squabbles, it suffers externai attacks. In the same way, in the 
absence of mutual love and unity, our society will get disintegrated. 
Our country will be subjected to foreign sway. This statement is an 
everlasting truth, without an exception. By introducing the mechanism 
of the chorus (Gondaladavaru) Shri Pai explains the situation, 
whenever and wherever necessary and clarifies the background, 
previous story, present situation and future developments of the play. 
The chorus functions as a link between the characters of the play. 
Eventhough it is natural for the characters to be subjected to 
sentimental vicissitudes, the chorus (Gondaladavaru) remains 
unaffected and calm. Shri Pai gets both the word and idea of 
’Gondaladavaru’ from ancient Kannada poetica! works. Ekaiavya’s 
coming on the stage, whistling and singing in quatrains (a new 
metrical form in Kannada) lightens the dramatic effect of the play. 
Because of these special features, “Hebberalu" is rightly considered 
as one of the best plays in Kannada literature. 


87 


CHAPTER - V 
PLAYS 
_THAYI (MOTHER), NOH, CHITRABHANU 


Shri Govinda Pai has written a few prose plays in addition > 
ihe verse play ‘Hebberalu.' Gy 








His prose works include plays, articles, research papers, 
autobiographies etc. Out of them, only a few have been published i 
book form. Many articles were published in different magazines of our 
country from time to time and all of them have not been collected 
together. He has written many articles and poems, not only in 
Kannada but also in English and in his mother-tongue Konkani. Here, 
an attempt is made to introduce his plays, original and translations. — 


THAY! (MOTHER) : 


‘Thayi’, a small one act piay is the first among his dramatical 
works available at present. It was published in 1934 in a collection of 
one act plays brought out by “Alila Seva Grantha Mala" of Mangalore 
Mitramandali. ‘Thayi’ has won honour as a special literary work. 


This is a very smail play of only nine pages on the story of two 
sisters, Mallige (Jasmine flower) and Sampige (Champak flower) and 
Tumbi (Honey bee), the son of the younger sister. The younger sister, 
Champak was given in marriage to Dheeranath. The elder sister Mallige 
too was in love with him. But she did not make it known to others. After 
sometime, Dheeranath expired and the younger sister became a Pidow. 
Mallige loved her sister's son - more than Tumbi's own mother. This was 
because Tumbi was the child of her lover and of her beloved sister. 
Once, it was the time of a temple festival in the locality. Then Thumbi 
was suffering from fever. Even then, Sampige was eager to go to the 
festival. Eventhough Mallige advised her not to go, she went. She brought 
may toys for her child when she returned from the festival. But by that 
time, her child had died. But she did not know it. She ae that her 
child was sleeping and said to her elder sister : 
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“Malli, please see what all toys | have brought for him. Please 
2e this toy playing cymbals. Is Thumbi asleep ? How happily is he 
SIEGEED j ig! “s 


Mallige softly spoke, “Yes, he must be very happy." 
‘Here ends the small play. 


3 The younger sister got married, enjoyed family life with her 
husband and gave birth to a child. Even then, her lust for the 
easures of life did not subside. Eventhough her own child was _ 
‘Suffering from fever, she wanted to make merry in the temple festival. 

he wandered all over the festival ground and brought many toys. 
failige's nature was contrary to this. She was a dignified woman. She 
could not marry. Her lover married another woman and she gave birth 
fo a child. Even then, Mailige loved her sister's son as her own. This 
as the nobility and greatness of her life. 


One does not become a mother just by giving birth to a child. 
tis quite possibie for one to experience motherly love, eventhough 
e has not given birth to a child. This great truth is made evident in 
is play. The elder sister could not marry, whereas the younger sister 
ould marry and enjoy the pleasures of life. She went to enjoy in the 
festival without caring for her own child in high fever. But the elder 
sister lived a life of sacrifice when the beloved of her heart married 
her sister. She poured the same unselfish love on Tumbi, just 
because he was the child of her beloved and her own sister. Thus, 
© lives of the two souls are clearly depicted in black and white. 


Maillige remarks as follows : 


4 "Thumbi's eyes resemble his mother's. But when he is asleep 
he sometimes, looks like his father and sometimes like myself." 
‘These words lay bare the deep grief burning in her own heart. Mallige 
continues, “Eventhough sampige was given the love of Dheernath, 
‘she only guiped it like water. When the bowl she lifted to her lips 
ecame empty and broke into bits at her feet she forgot about it. But 
see my condition. My heart is burnt and dry ............. Oh, Lord ! | am 
o thirsty that | am yearning to suck even little drops of water. But 
bow! never touched my lips and it never quenched my thirst." 
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These words very touchingiy show that the buoyant love she pour 
on Tumbi in a measure greater than his own mother is another fo 
of Mallige's own frustrated love. This heightens the dramatic effect 
the play. The language of the play also has nowhere lost its grip an 
is highly meaningful and poetic. The names given to the thr 
important characters of this small play are also symbolic. Malli 
(Jasmine) is a flower of delicate fragrance. Sampige (Champak) is 
flower of very sirong smell. Tumbi (bee) is always attracted towar 
Malliige and not at Sampige. li is also noteworthy that the nature a 
qualities of the three characters have been depicted befitting the 
names. The way in which the play comes to an end is very touching 
The play ‘Thayi’ has its own special place in Kannada literature. 


NOH PLAYS : 


During the period from 1946 to 1957 Shri Govinda Pai translater 
eight of the NOH Plays, a distinctive Japanese art form into Kannada 
Shri Govinda Pai was the first to accomplish this task in Kannada. 


In order to develop, the ‘NOH- theatre in Kannada also, hi 
Studied the Japanese language, wrote articies on 'NOH' plays an 
introduced them to Kannadigas. The art form of the ‘NOH' plays o 
Japan has a history of six centuries. The way in which the Japanese 
people preserved and developed this art-tradition is also noteworthy 
Se-ami and Ka-nami, fatner and son took up the then popula 
Saru-gaku theatrical form, reformed it, added music and dance 
wherever appropriate and launched the ‘NOH' dramas. It is said tha 
these two persons, father and son wrote neariy one third of the 24( 
'NOH' plays now available in Japan. These plays have a religiou: 
flavour. The emperors of Japan offered their patronage and encouragec 
these. As a result, this drama form became deep rooted in Japan. 


These 'NOH' plays became popular in Japan as a form of Worsnif 
also. Old ballads, dance music and the stories about the miracle: 
performed by the Buddha narrated in these plays made them ven 
entertaining and popular. Just like the Greek plays the NOH plays toc 
commence with dance. All acting is a kind of dance and masks too are 
used. In the early days, these 'NOH' plays were being Staged in temple 
premises and on river banks. Later on, they came to be staged in the 
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ront-yard of the palatial houses of wealthy people. A stage with a 
‘iquare area of twenty five squarefeet will suffice to stage this play. At 
‘rst, they plant three deodar plants and keep three mudpois as 
symbols of eternity and energy. Eventhough the plays are different, the 
yackground is the same. There are five background singers. The 
serformance commences at nine in the forenoon. 


‘NOH' plays are a judicious mixture of prose and poetry. The 
‘chorus’ uses only poetry. These plays are very small. The characters 
in these plays are eight. These are 1) Shite (Hero), 2) Tsure (Hero's 
jollower), 3) Waki (Guest), 4) Wakinotsure (Guest's follower), 5) Tomo 
(Servant), 6) Kogaia (Small boy), 7) Kiyogenshi (mariner or servant), 
8) Hannya (Evil devil). Such NOH plays are quite fascinating with 
dance music and religious stories and are very famous in Japan. 


‘NOH' means fulfilment and prosperity. It is their belief that 
plenty and prosperity would accrue to those who enact and witness 
these plays. Speech is very sparingly used. Thoughts and feelings 
are mostly conveyed through bodily gestures and facial expressions. 
Silence is more than speech eventhough speech is not totally absent. 
Bodhisattvas, presiding deities, ghosts, devils, kings of the water 
world, gods of the moonlight, flowers, souls of trees, elemenial 
principles of honey and fire, half-opened forms etc. are exhibited in 
these plays. Shite is a super human character. Gods, ghosts, spirits 
of the departed souls, special kinds of animals etc. come under the 
‘Shite’ category of characters. 'Wak/ character is a living being of the 
‘mundane world and it functions as a link between the superhuman 
character and this world. The costumes of 'Shite’ are elegant and 
gorgeous. The cosiumes are made singularly attractive perhaps to 
present the ‘Shite’ as a very striking character. As in Greek drama 
'Gondaladavaru' (The Chorus) is also one among ihe characters in 
these plays. Giving out the suggestive synopsis of a scene, and 
explaining the changes and movements of characters to the 
spectators, speaking in unison with the characters and narrating their 
mental states are the functions of the ‘chorus’. The ‘chorus’ merely 
gives out a matter of fact narration of the activities of the characters 
and it never offers any explanations or criticisms and it never advises. 
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As per tradition, in each 'NOH' performance a bunch of 
plays are staged at a stretch. In the middie of each ‘NOI 
performance, a small! satirical piece called ‘Kojen’ is stagey 
Nowadays, 'Kogen' is staged in betwen two 'NOH' plays. The sg 
pattern of the ‘NOH' dramas is calied JO-HA Kyu. ‘JO’ mea 
introduction. 'HA’ is the middle or centre. 'KYU' is the final stag 
Among the five plays, the first is 'JO’, Second, third, and fou 
constitute ‘HA'. The last is ‘KYU’. in this age of new innovations 
the world of ‘stage’, the NOH plays have thrown open the doors 
novel changes and improvements. Viewed from this angle, the initiativ 
taken by Shri Pai in bringing the 'NOH' form from the Japanes 
language into Kannada is of historical importance. 






‘Shosho' is the lover of 'Ono No Komachi'. But he does nc 
become a Buddhist. Therefore, eventhough he comes and knocks ¢ 
her door regularly for ninetynine days, she never allows him in. Eve 
after they die, their souls remained separate. At last, with the help ¢ 
a devout Buddhist priest, she is able to bring him into the fold c 
Buddhism. Thereafter, the two souls became united. 


Komachi, outwardly appears to be very harsh on Shosho whi 
fails to embrace Buddhism. But in her heart of hearts, she has dee; 
devotion and love for him. She finally succeeds in making him % 
Buddhist and becoming one with him. Here, pure religious fervour ant 
Sacred human love are found together. The spectators look upon he 
with greater respect and regard. The venue of this play i; 
‘Yamashiro’. Names of places like YASE and ICHI-HARANO’ als¢ 
appear in the play. The characters like Shite, Tsure, Waki and Gondalk: 
(Chorus) also appear in this. 


'Hagoromo' is another 'NOH' play. Meevo is a coastal village 
where deodar trees grow lusciously. A nymph who visits the place 
hangs her cloak on the branch of a tree. One of the leaders of the 
local fishermen takes away her cloak. The nymph was now unable tc 
return to the upper world without the cloak. She begs him to returr 
the cloak. The fisherman agrees io return the cloak on condition tha 
she should teach him dancing. She agrees and begins to dance. The 
‘chorus’ then announces that the dance performed by the nymph 
Signifies the daily changes taking place in the moon. Then the nymph 
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slowly disappears like a hili being covered by mist. This play 
' signifies the close connection between the ‘NOH' plays and the divine 
‘ dance of heaven. The characters of the piay furnish the details of the 
dance, its background and effect”. 


“Hakuryo", the fisher headman, another fisherman, a nymph 
named Tennin and the the ‘chorus' are the characters in this piay. 
Meevo, Kiyomiya, Matsubara, Fuji, Nippon, Ashitaka are the names of 
places mentioned in the play. This is a short play of eight pages. 

_'Hagoromo’ means cloak. The play centres round the cloak of the 
- nymph and therefore this title. 


"A strange magical music of many throats is sweeping over 
the east. The music of flute is filling the space beyond the laclike 
clouds. The seven-stringed veena is spreading waves of music. The 
Fed SUNS Asis... measuring the mouniains bathed in colours..... The 
garment of mist presages a bumper harvest. The murmur of flowers 
fills all sides. The hills appear like loose-sleeved outer garment. How 
beautifully the arms are swaying in the air when she is dancing! The 
joys of the east are many. She who is the coloured embodiment of 
the moon, captures the midnight in the sky....... Eventhough the 
clouds are stretched in the sky like the plains washed by the sea, 
within a short time, within a very short time, her cloak may be found 
in the air over Matsubara or Ashitaka .......... i 


These words and scenes give the spectators an experience of 
a magical joy and some strange pleasure - trip in dreamland. These 
plays are very fascinating because of their dance and music. 


Shri Pai translated the 'NOH' play ‘Kumasaka’ in 1946. This 
story is about one who used to rob the wayfarers. In the introduction 
to the play, Shri Pai has written at length about the antiquity of 'NOH' 
plays, their characters, details of the stage, language, meaning, total 
number of 'NOH' plays and their titles. 


There are two scenes in ‘Kumasaka’. It runs into eight pages. 
The ghost of the notorious robber ‘Kumasaka’ comes in the form of 
an old priest. It meets a young pilgrim priest and requests him to 
pray for the salvation of an anonymous person who has passed away 
that day. There is no statue of the Buddha in the hut of the old priest. 
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_ Only a spear, a mace and a few arrows are found in his hutment 
Now, his avowed duty is to protect the wayfarers from the hands 
robbers and to make amends for the wrongs done when he was alive. 
Suddenly, the priest and his small house disappear. But the pilgrim 
continues his prayer for the unknown person. 


in the second scene, the ghost of Kumasaka appears in 
gorgeous costumes and ornaments. He remembers his glorious days 
of the past. He also recoliects his great skill in archery and 
remembers the bowmen, who were his companions. The ‘chorus’ then 
announces that the ghost has been killed by a young boy named 
‘Ushiwaka’. 

This is a story of the devils and ghosts of the superhuman 
world who appear in the human world and carry on their activities. 
Ancient people, throughout the world nurtured such beliefs. Therefore, 
they chose such stories about devils and ghosts and wrote plays on 
them. They sang and enacted these plays and thrilled the spectators. 
This offered a wonderful entertainment to the people. 


Duels and trials of strength usually excite the spectators. The 
description of the duel between Kumasaka and Ushivaka at the end of 
the play is as follows : Each rushed behind the other. They pulled off 
each other's torches. it looked as though the Gods of heaven had 
made ther fight against each other. Holding an axe-spear, Ushiwaka 
Gashed ahead like a tiger, fell swiftly on Kumasaka like a hawk and 
fought like a lion with fervour. Ushiwaka said, "He may be a god ora 
devil, whoever he may be, | shall capture and crush him. | shall 
sacrifice his dead body ............... “ Then Kumasaka moved forward 
on his mighty legs in lightning speed and attempted to strike 
Ushiwaka with his sharp disc. It looked as though he was pounding 
on a wail of steel. But Ushiwaka dodged him and kicked it away: 
Kumasaka again attempted to stab with his spear. But Ushivaka 
again escaped unhurt. Kumasaka turned his spear upside down and 


attempted to sirike Ushiwaka with the hookend. Both the weapons 
clasped each other ......... i 


. ‘Tsunemasa' is the third 'NOH' play translated by Shri Pai. 
Sojugiokai, the priest of Ninnaji temple, Tsunemasa, the soul of a 
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brave warrior and "Gondaladavaru" (The Chorus) are the characters in 
this small play of four pages. 


Solugiokai the priest of Ninnaji tempie converses with the soul 
of Tsunemasa, a brave hero of Tira dynasty. The emperor very muctfi 
loved Tshunemasa when he was a small iad. Tsunemasa died fighting 
in the war of West Sea. Before the commencement of the war the 
emperor had given him a ‘Kinnari’. Now the same Kinnari is found in 
the hands of the priest. The priest worships Tsunemasa by piaying on 
the Kinnari instead of offering oblations of water to his sout. 
Tsunemasa's soul appears in human form in the light. Then begins 
the conversation between the priest and Tsunemasa’a soul. 


Now, the soul is not clearly seen. The priest asks the sou! who he 
is. The soul then tells the priest that he himself brought him there. The 
priest hears the voice but is unable to see the body. None can see 
Tsunemasa. But Tsunemasa in his shadow form can see others. The 
priest speaks with the soul. Then the soul asks the priest to put out the 
light. Then, the soul flies away like a summer butterily. 


The language of the play is simply beautiful. 

“Frozen clouds dot the clear sky. Rain is lazily pouring. They 
shake off grass and trees. The clear moon shines on the branches of 
deodar trees. The wind rumbles as though it is enraged because of 
the rain. This is really a magic hour. The strings of sofi sounds are 
speaking in whispers. The strings of majestic music are ringing like 
the winds of autumm......." 

With dance and music in harmony with these magical words 


the subtle feelings, moods and thoughts are made explicit. Those 
artists have attained such perfection. 


"Soomagenji" is the next 'NOH' piay. Genji, an old woodcutter, 
Fujiwara, a priest and Gondaladavaru (Chorus) are the characters in 
the play. This is a very short play of five pages with two scenes. 


This is the story of a devil. A wood-cutter named Genji dies 
and he comes as the spirit of Sooma in the first part of the first 
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scene. In the second part of ihe second scene he appears as 
majestic sea-waves and moon-light. Fujiwara, the priest used fo col 
folk literature. He first shows himseif as a devil to the priest a 
ihen appears with his effulgent unworldly form and makes thi 
priest realise that he was the soul of Scoma. In real life Genji ros 
higher and higher from the lowest level of a wood-cutter. He lat 
on became a city-chief, and finally he became the king of th 
country. During the olden days he lived in Sooma and becam 
one with the nature of Sooma and rose in position. Now he perfo 
his special dance about his coming down to the human world through 
the air way of the sky and appears as the glorious sight of seawaves 
and moonlight. 


The presence of Genji has touched the nature of Sooma. His 
soul has become one with the place. For this very reason, Genji 
becomes Soomagenji. Genji dancing on the dancing blue waves of the 
Séa is very fascinating. This dance and the background music adds to 
the beauty of the play. There are many such touching words and 
descriptions. 


How beautiful is this seat ! When | was moving about here on 
ihe grass, they called me Genji, the glittering. Now | am 
coming down from ihe roofy clouds to cast a magic speli on human 
beings. Sitting in the shade of Sooma's sea-shore, | sing of the 
moon. "| shall dance the biue dance of the sea-waves called 
Sei-Kai-He". The flowers of waves are reflected on his white robes. All 
air is alive with the sound of flute. The very earth is fluttering with 
the variety of music of claranete. Moving about in clouds and rain, 
dream and wakefulness are entwined with each other. 


‘Chorio’ is a short play of five pages. The first shite, the 
second Shite, Waki, Chorio and Gondaladavaru (Chorus) are the 


characters in it. The events in the play relate to China. There are two 
scenes in it. 


Chorio is one of the subjects of Kosokko, the king of Kana. He 
earns a position of honour, by his faithfulness. Once, Chorio has a 
Strange dream. There is a mud-bridge at Kahi. One day Chorio is 
Standing, leaning on the side railings of the bridge. Then, there comes 
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an old man riding a horse. The old man throws down one oi his 
_ footwears into the stream below and asks Chorio to get it back. Chorio 
feels it to be quite rude. But seeing the old man's unusual appearance 
_and respecting his age, Chorio gets down into the stream and retrieves 
the foot-wear. The old man remarks that Chorio is pure-hearted and 
says, "Come here again within five days. | shall teach you all about 
fighting a battie’. At once Chorio wakes up. 


Chorio is a bit laie when he first goes to see the old man seen 

in the dream. The oldman is Kosekko, the King in disguise. He thinks 
‘of a plan to test the real nature of Chorio even though he knows well 
that Chorio is very honest. The dream is becoming a reality. Kosokko 
“throws his foot-wear into the flowing stream. Chorio jumps into the 
‘stream to recover it. When he is caught up in the swift current he 
sees a dragon snatching away the sandal. Chorio struggles hard with 
‘the dragon, recovers the sandal and gives it to Kosekko. A fairy by 
“name Kwannon comes in the form of a snake-bird. Later on, Chorio 
_becames a devout worshipper of the spirit. As promised in the 
‘dream, Kosokko teaches all techniques of battle to Chorio. This is the 
‘story of the play. 


it is stated here that God actually tests his devotee in diverse 
ways before he materialises before the devotee and bestows boons. It 


/is noteworthy that even in countries like China and Japan beliefs akin 
to the religious beliefs of ancient India are prevalent. 


In the beginning of the second scene the initial conversation 
between Chorio and Gondaladavaru (Chorus) is in verse. 





See how the waves forcefully withdraw. All the places there are 
| covered with thick mist. In that pitch darkness, a fearful dragon 
standing on its hind legs is lashing out its firespitting tongue." 


A terribie light flashed from his sword ..... The dragon rose up to 
the high clouds. Kosokko withdrew to the highest mountain peak. He then 
placed his light in the sky and metamorphosed into a yellow stone." 


The play thus presents a wonderful fantasy. 


‘Shojo is another 'NOH' play. 
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Shojo is the hero of the play. Waki is the next import 
character and Gondaladavaru (Chorus) is the third character. This is 
very short play of three pages on the effects of intoxicating bevera 


Waki is a resident of a village at the foot of Kanekinza 
mountain on the bank of YANGTSE river. Once, he sees a wonde 
dream because of his great devotion to his father. The gist of t 
dream is that he will become very wealthy if he selis saki (a kind 
toddy prepared out of rice in Japan), on the streets near Yarigtse. H 
pelieves the dream and Goes accordingly. He becomes a wealth 
man. But surprisingly only a particular oerson comes to drink sa 
when he is in the shop. However much he drinks, there is not thi 
siightest change on his face. When asked about his name, he repiie 
ihat he is ‘Shojo’. The word 'Shojo' means 'monkey'. Shojo come: 
and lifts the bowl! filled with saki and the feast goes on. 


"Saki presses down my blood. | am trembling and failing down 
| am lying down and speaking in sleep". With these words, the pia 
comes to an end. It thus tells us the effect of an intoxicating drink 


‘Sotoba Komachi’ is the eighth 'NOH' play transiated inte 
Kannada by Shri Pai. Onone Kemachi and two travellers who ar 
priests are the only characters in the play. It is a play of oniy three 
- pages. 


Two priests set out from Koyosan in Japan to Kiato, the ol 
capital of Japan. On their way, they see an old woman sitting on ar 
object of worship at Settsu. She looked like an old woman. Bu 
aciuaily, she is not a woman. What they see is her soul. She diex 
many hundreds of years ago. The name of her lover Shosho is alsc 
mentioned in this play. The play Kayoi Komachi' is the first part of this 


When she was a budding maid, even those who were more 
handsome than Shosho were enamoured of her beauty and had writter 
hundrecis of letters to her. But she did not reply to any of those 
istters. In those days, she was like a flower of brilliant beauty. She 
moved about in #6 palace, wearing beautiful garments and omaments 
All were eager to listen to her Songs, not only in the Japanese 
language but also in Chinese, But now, she is old and withered. She 
_ begs and moums. : / : 
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When she was a young maid and was alone Shosho used to 

come to her on mooniit nights and on dark in nights. He would come 

' to her when the cold winds were blowing in darkness and when 

' dewdrops fell like soft pebbles. He came to her ninety - nine times. 

Then he died. His soul is near Komachi's. It makes her mad and 
drives her on. 


This is the story of the play. This is complementary to the play 

'Kayoi Komachi. Religion and love are found strongly welded here. The 

= description of the wonderful beauty of Komachi, her unflinching 
adherence to principles, Shosho's eamest entreaty for Komachi's love, 

_ Shosho's sou! sticking to Komachi even after death, all these add 


intensity to the thrill and interest of the play. 
| 
| The following are Shri Govinda Pai's considered opinion on 


‘NOH!’ plays : 

"The basic principle of these plays is that heart itself is form. 
The unusual art of expressing ideas and feelings more through bodily 
gestures and facial expressions than through speech, and more than 
gestures and facial expressions through silence is the keynote of 
these plays". 


How do these 'NOH' plays appeal to the Kannada spectators is 
to be practically examined by staging these. We cannot definitely say 
that these plays which went well with generations of Japanese 
civilisation will be agreeable to us. Even then the Kannada world is 
ever grateful to Shri Govinda Pai who first introduced to us this 


novel art form. 


CHITRA BHANU OR 1942 


This is an original play by Shri Govinda Pai, written on the ‘Quit 
India Movement’ that began in 1942. Shri Pai wrote it in 1948. It was 
published in the very next year of our independence. The year 1942. 
was the Chitrabhanu Samvaisara, the 1864th year of Shalivahana 
Shaka (era) of Hindu Calendar. Therefore, the play is given the titie 
‘Chitra Bhanu’ or 1942. The writer himself has spoken as follows on the. 
special circumstances that motivated him to write this play: ~ Rae. 


99 












"Every Kannadiga's eyes will become moist and his heart wil 
burn when he goes through the thrilling reports about the youths who 
were sacrificing themselves on the battlefield of our freedom struggle Hl 
in Karnataka in the year 1942. When | once went through one of the 
reports, | was highly disturbed. | felt a sirange pain unknown to me till 
then. Students were the soldiers of those days. in the clashes that ‘i 
ensued when the police fired at a large group of students to disperse — 
the crowd, one of the students was hit by a bullet and died. The — 
martyr's body was taken to the funeral ground in a large procession. — 
i very well remember his name. It must be Veerendra. Then onwards, — 
1 again and again felt that | should write a play on that tragic event. 4 
The one point that | chose was that a policeman fired at and killed a ~ 
brave youth of Karnataka in the freedom struggle. That is all. This — 
was just the foundation. The superstructure was entirely mine." 


-Eventhough, the-story is of those times, it still inspires us. 


F The hero of the play is one Venugopal, Yashoda is his mother. 
In a neighbouring family, the parents die leaving a lone girl-child 
named Jahnavi. Yashoda gives shelter and succour to the child and 
brings her up as her own daughter. They are the only three members 
in the house. They lose their house and property. Yashoda becomes a 
widow. She takes her son and Jahnavi to another place to live there. 
Venugopal discontinues his education in the middie. He takes up a job 
and looks after his family. 


Then starts the ‘Quit India Movement’. The British Govt. arrests 
many national leaders like Gandhiji and Nehru and imprisons them in — 
unknown piaces. The whole nation is ablaze. The young Venugopal 
also joins the struggle. He goes underground to continue the stiuggle. 
The police are searching for him. One night, Venugopai stealthily — 
comes to his mother. By this time, Jahnavi and Venugoap! have. failen 
in love with each other. The Police arrive at the spot when they are 
conversing. Venugopal is caught when they search the house. The 
_ Senior White Police Officer fires at Venugopal and kills him before the 
very eyes of his old mother who has borne and brought him up and 
before the very eyes of his beloved Jahnavi, who loves him more than 
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sod! Janhnavi is very much disappointed in life and becomes 
esp prate. She jumps into a weil and ends her life. The white police 
dificer is returning in his car. He has forgotten to bolt up his revoiver. 
A bullet flies out from the revolver and strikes him. He falls dead in 
an instant. The joint funeral procession of Jahnavi and the youth who 
‘has given up his life for india's freedom moved on. The old mother 
Yashoda witnesses all these calamities, difficulties and sufferings 
‘with her own eyes. But she puts ail the responsibility on God and 
‘swallows all her sorrows. | 


= This is all the substance of the play. The mutuai talks, 
conversations, events, circumstances, background etc. stir up national 
“sentiments. The language too is very sharp and emotional. The 
‘proverbs, idioms and figures of speech used in this play are 
| innumerabie and unparalleled. It gives new and novel meanings each 
time one reads it. The work is a proof of Pai's sparkling patriotism, 
‘profound erudition and excellent literary art. The emotions o7 sorrow, 
‘tender passion and heroism expressed here are very appealing. 


. In addition to Venugopal, Yashoda and Jahnavi, the Police 
Superintendent Robert Savage, Asst. Police Superintendent Ramdayai, 
"Head Constable Gulam Ali and four other Police Constables are the 
other characters. The play runs to one hundred pages. On stage, it 
may continue from eleven at night to four O'clock the next morning. 
An old house is the venue. A coir cot, a grass mat, a iong sitting 
"plank, an oil lamp with three wicks burning in the built in hollow of the 
wall, a portrait of some deity etc. are the things found in the house. 
The play commences with a song. The songs can be musically sung 
with beat and rhythm. There are many songs which are played 
appropriately in natural situations. 


The following is the prayer song in the beginning : 


“Oh, my bewitching beloved, come to my presence and drive 

off my fear. Please look at me, please see my body, enjoy my 

company and grant me joy." This is the amorous devotion for God 
that Radha has for Shrikrishna. 
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The following is the prayer of Jahnavi to God : 


“Oh, Lord of charming form, oh, the sole support of Radh 
life, you had promised that you would come to me the next day its 
before going to Mathura. Why haven't you come yet ? Have yc 
forsaken me after falling in love with the dwart-maid, like the magne 
attracted by iron, that repulises gold ?" Venugopal who has gone 
take part in the freedom struggie has not returned home. This praye 
very well suits the occasion. 


The following is the song sung by Venugopal and it very 
agrees wiih the situation. 


“Clever is he who hides himself till the opportune hour o 
success. He is not a coward, but an expert in battle tactics. He wil 
detinitely force his enemies to kiss the dust. Futile is the life rottint 
uselessly in prison." 


Venugopal is shot dead by the Police. Following is the sone 
sung by Jahnavi at that time holding his hands in hers : 


"Oh, my beloved, why should | alone live when you have 
departed 7? My life has become the life of a barren cow. Hearing the 
music of your flute | was overjoyed iike a serpent with its hooc 
Spread in full. | waiied to enjoy the nectar of the music. Turning al 
my body and mind into eyes | was waiting. | saw many dreams o 
happiness. Now | cannot bear the sorrow of your separation. The al 
compassionate Jamuna is waiting for me. Oh, your Radha is hurryine 
to the Jamuna." This song expresses the pure love of Jahnavi 
equating it with Radha's devotion for Madhava. 


Shri Govinda Pai's great mastery over language, his erudition 
and wisdom, his poetical skill and the patriotism he nurtured from his 
very childhood are all artfully treasured in 'Chitrabhanu', Consider the 
fallawing statements and expressions : 


‘I Have only one son, like only one sweet ‘appam' in a frying 
pan with seven baking hollows". 
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} One should not rely on dreams before midnight. These are soft 
and hollow like ccrk-wooa". 


| "In the present struggle he is a brave hero comparable to a 
_ huge tusker. He is like an umbrella which gives shade to others when 
_ it burns in the heat." 


"What work do we have, when Venu is not present ? Then we 
are like lice on uncombed hair “. 
| “Mind is not embittered but only a little disturbed as when 
_ eating a dried bitter gourd". 

“You both grew together like finger and nail." 
| 1 “incessant biting pain is digging into my heart as though | am 
_ spiked” 

“I ike ihe cow's udder squeezed by snake, we have become 
barren and cry." 

“As we squeeze cow's udder with a wet hand, greaimen empioy 
“nonviolence and turn unfavourable times to their favour." 


| "The curve of the snake is appropriate in an ant-hill. OF, 
mother, that we hide now. is appropriate for the achievement of our 
goal." | 
"The pearl-divers are as good as dead till they rise io ihe 
- surface from sea-bed. Likewise. these soidiers of freedom-struggie are 
as good as dead till they return victorious." 


"Does the weighing balance know the poverty at home ?° 


“le the same foot-hoid suitabie to one who climbs a coconut 
tree and to one who climbs an arecanut tree ?° 

“Lia does not know how many teats a goat has and how many 
a cow possesses." 


“Just like one's finger is caught up in the slit of a door hinge 
when one is in a hurry to get away’. 
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‘Just as the fish keeps its egg in its mouth and goes h 
till the egg is hatched." 


“Don't desiray the iragrance of a flower before tt fails to the grouna 


“Mothers of the brave have to be away from iheir children a 
the mother cow has to live away from her male calves which go o 
to plough or to puil ihe load." 


"God kicked up the British not to the loft, but to the high sky.” 


"As the washerman would burden a tamed elephant with his 
load of dirty clothes, the British loaded us with all sorts of taxes." 


‘ls there any fisherman who does not break the leas of a crab?" 


“Blowing with great force like the wind of Keddasa, it caused, 
cold to ail who had noses and headache to all who had heads." 


‘Like fragrance that cannot iast in storm." 
"Like the lamp kept at the door open to the street." 


“Our present work is just biting, stinking and slipping off like 
a Dug." 


“Man, the goddess of destruction, requires no trap door to enter. 
Way opens wherever she touches." 


‘Like the cock that has no idea of the spices getting mixed in 
the kitchen for fowl-curry," 


“Like the sea that sleeps for many days before a storm 
stirs up." 


“One must see like a cat, listen like a dog, creep like a snake 
and catch like a crocodile." 


"Like a tongue in the midst of teeth." 


"Like a water-lifter, some people openly bow before the British 
and secretly water their gardens." 


‘Doesn't the axe kiss again and again the trees and plants it 
MOws down ?" 
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"We feed the cow with grass according to iis need and squeeze 
out milk as and when we require." 


“ ike the black-beetle that fails down when we strike the floor 
with paim." 


“Lo, why do you say so ? Don't i have a god to protect me ? 
If he plucks both my eyes with his one hand, won't he guide me to 
him with the other" ? 


What other proof do we require than these epigrams to 
‘establish the real worth of the play, Chitrabhanu and its author ? 


Venugopal's is a brave liberal character full of sacrifice, 
enthusiasm and valour. He never tolerates foreign overlordship over 
his motherland. For that purpose he is prepared to face even deaih. 
He sacrifices himself for that. This character inspires the readers and 
spectators. Similarly, proiound is the love of Jahnavi, his beloved. She 
is prepared for any sacrifice for the sake of her lover whom she 
believes to be her God. Accordingly she sacrificed herself. Their love 
is sublime, refined and pure. Her character is pure and noble. 
Yashoda's character stands towering above all. She suffers much in 
life. She is an old woman who has already fost her property, husband 
and family fife. She takes pity on the orphan girl of her neighbourhood 
and brings her up like her own daugther. It is her wish to see her son 
and Jahnavi living happily as husband and wife. But fate decides 
differently. Venu and Jahnavi are like her two eyes. Both of them 
give up their lives. The patience that Yashoda exhibits then ts realiy 
marvellous. it is her firm belief that God who plucks off her eyes will 
himself take her near him. Yashoda is a represeniative of the 
cultured indian womanhood. Robert Savage is the villain in the play. 
He is the representative of British imperialism. We must remember 
that there were many kind and patriotic police officers like Ramdayal 
during our freedom struggle. 


On the whole, 'Chitrabhanu' is a good play and literary work of 
permanent value. 
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CHAPTER - VI 
PROSE WORKS 


‘Shri Krishna Charitre' (Life of Shri Krishna) and Kannada 
More (Refuge in Kannada). 





Shri Govinca Pai was a gifted writer in prose as well as 
dialogues in poetry. Even in the dialogues of his plays, one can not 
the graceful styie of his prose. In prose, a writer is naturally 
compelled to expiain matters in detail and there is every possibility of 
his being tempted to be verbose. But Shri Pai's prose is in his own 
inimitabie style. His sentences are so compact that it is almost 
impossible either to add a letter to or to delete one from the 
seniences. The richness of vocabulary is important to make a work 
- altractive. Shri Govinda Pai had the knowledge of more than twenty 
languages. As a result, he had a fabulous treasure of vocabulary. With 
his rich fund of varied: experience drawn from books on literature and 
philosophies and through deep experiences of life, ne had acquired 
the ability to express things in an appealing and figurative style. Shri 

ai was. able to bestow a novel glow and a new style on Kannada, 
his literary language with his knowledge of Konkani, his moithertongue, 
and Tulu, the language of his native land and with his mastery over 
the influential languages like Sanskrit and English. Shri Pai was a 
top-ranking writer who developed his own inimitable literary style. 


When the early moming cocks of modem Kannada were crowing 
in the various parts of our land in this twentieth century, Shri Pai was 
one of the persons who first attempted to wake up the people from 
slumber. Shri Pai paved a new path for medern Kannada, choosing 
words from native idioms and biending them with the distinctive 
Halegannada words (Old Kannada) and coining new words and 
proverbs. Thus he did yeoman service to the cause of Kannada. He 
added the case inflection (pratyaya), 'Isu' to Sanskrit words and 
transformed them into Kannada words, ex:, Savyasachisu (work 
simultaneously with both the hands), Kavanisu (versify), dhavatisu 
(hasten), etc. He also coined new words like aksharike (speiling), 


106 


 Beilaru (The white people), manavarike (remembrance), nirnayike 
_ (decision). He wove many proverbs and fascinating phrases. The 
‘ following are some examples : 'Kere havu heeride Kechchalante’ (Like 
' the udder squeezed by a snake) 'Rampane Baleyannu Beesu' (Throw 
~ the large net used by fishermen). ‘Hunise muppadaroo huli muppaceeie? 
(Will the sourness of tamarind grow oid when the tree is old ? 


'Ugurillada beralante (like a finger without nail). 


'Elu hondakke ondu appadante (like one ‘appam' for the seven 
baking hollows). 


Thus, Shri Pai made the prose style of Kannada new and vibrant. 


His poems and prose writings were published almost in ail the 
well-known and not so well known magazines of this iand. Almost ail 
his poems have been collected and published in book form. But still, 
some of them are yet to be collected together and published together. 
Bui only negligible progress has been achieved with regard to the work 

_ of collecting and publishing his prose writings. His innumerable prose 
writings still remain in the magazines in which they were published. His 
articles of research have now been published by Rastrakavi Govinda 
Pai Samshodhana Kendra, Udupi. When he was alive, he never 
attempted to collect, preserve and publish those articies. Therefore, it is 

the duty of the present generation to collect all his prose writings 

from all the available sources and to publish and enrich the literary 
treasure of Kannada. We can then see and enjoy the rich crop 
of Kannada literature. 


"SHRIKRISHNA CHARITRA" 


We come across the first example of the literary style of 
Shri Pai's prose in his 'Shrikrishna Charitra’. This prose work was 
written in 1909. Shri Naveena Chandra Sen, a top-ranking Bengali 
poet, wrote three great poetical works on the life of Shri Krishna, [.e. 
'Raivataka’, 'Kurushetra’, and 'Prabhasa’. li is Shri Pai's considered 
opinion that it is highly difficult to disti! down the greatness of the 
original poets of other languages when their works are translated into 
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Kannada in verse form. Shri Pai has been able to bring out the gra 
of the original works in his prose translations. This was first publish 
in ‘Swadeshabhimani’ of Mangalore. 


Later on it was printed in book form. ‘Mahabharath’ also is 
work on the life of Shrikrishna, just like the mythological wor 
‘Bhagavath’. The Kauravas were one hundred in number and the 
wielded the royal power of Hastinavathi. They had the support of grea 
heroes like Bheeshma, Drona, Kripa, Karna and Ashwathama and they 
had a mighty army of eleven akshauhinis. But, the five Pandavas 
who spent twelve long years in forest and one year in disguise 
defeated those Kauravas in the great battle of Kurukshetra, the field of 
Dharma. This victory of the Pandavas was achieved only with the 
help of Shrikrishna. Sage Vyasa wrote his great work, the 
Mahabharatha, bearing the title ‘Jaya’ after offering his obeisances to 
Lord Narayana and Nara (Arjuna) the best among men. Lakshmeesha, 
a great Kannada poet wrote a great poetical work, popularly known as 
Jaimini Bharatha. The title he gave this work was ‘Shrikrishna 
Charitamritha’, (The nectar of Lord Krishna's life). ‘The Hare Krishna’ 
religious sect is now spread all over the world. Even in this translated 
work of 'Shrikrishna Charitamrita’ of Shri Pai, the supreme power of 
Shrikrishna is the keynote. At the end, all those who loved him and 
all those who hated him, became one with him in devotion. The 
famous saying of the Bhagavathgeetha, “| reward each one according 
to the way in which he approaches me." is amply substantiated in the 
story of this poetical work. 


The indispensable features of a classical poetical work have 
been highlighted in this work. The conflict between Aryans and Non 
Aryans, the blind belief in sacrifices, breaking of the caste pride, the 
enmity between the sages like Vyasa and Doorvasa and its 
consequences, the love and disappointment and final peace 
experienced by Jarathkaru and Shailaja in connection with Vasuki of 
the Non-Aryan Naga tribe etc. have been depicted very touchingly 
throughout this work. In this work, the character of Subhadra towers 


above all with its unusual resiraint, equanimity of mind and other 
noble human qualities. 
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HE WAVE DASHES AGAINST THE SHORE AND BECOMES QUIET 


Throughout this work, the poet has highlighted the conflict 
yetween Gods and demons of the Hindu mythology, analogous to 
slashes between God and Satan found in the Christian scriptures, the 
yncient warrings between the opposites like the good and the evil, the 
‘eal and the unreal and the climax of love and hatred and its 
sonsequences. These conflicts between the hero and the villain with 
antagonistic human qualities and opposing dispositions which lend 
strength and substance to the greatness of a classical work are 
depicted in great detail on the extensive canvas of the work. Waves 
after waves of this great conflict and confusion, rise high, beat against 
the shore and ebb away in peace. The scenario of this opposition, this 
clash and this conflict, all merging in the devotion for Lord Krishna is 
really marvellous. Shri Pai has very carefully shaped his classical prose 
work without allowing the beauty of the origina! poetical work to be 
spoiled in the least in his translation. Such rich talent and the skilful art 
of Shri Pai are really admirable. Eventhough Shri Pai wrote this work 
when he was quite young, maturity flashes in this work. 


There are nineteen sections in "Shrikrishna Charite" "Poorvasmriti" 
(Reminiscences) is the first section. "Swargarohana" (Ascent to Heaven) 
is the last. The sections, ’Soham’ (| am that), Naridharma* (Duty of 
woman), Sukha tatwa (Principles of happiness), Sammilana (Union), 
Mahabharatha, “Adrushta phaila" (Fruit of Fortune), “Dharmakshetra" (field 
of righteousness), “Thayi Matthu Maga" (Mother and son), Vyadha 
(Hunter), Veerana Shoka (Hero's sorrow), ‘Chaya’ (Shadow), ‘Abhishapa’ 
(great curse), 'Ibbaru Sodariyaru’ (two sisters), ‘Maha prasthana’ (The 
great voyage), Veenapoorna Swara (Full Sound of Veena), "Prayaschitla" 
(Expiation) are these intervening chapters. In this work, Shri Pai has 
chosen the necessary basic background materia! from 
Shrimadbhagavatha for the creation and evolution of the magnificent 
character of Shrikrishna, and has drawn the material required for its 
further development from Mahabharatha. 


The characters, Subhadra, Arjuna, Abhimanyu and Uttara found 
in Mahabharatha have been given greater importance in this work. 
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These characters are nearer and dearer to Shrikrishna. Even 
characters which are far apart from Shrikrishna and which rise due 
enmity, anger and revenge to the brink of disaster, become wo | 
objects of Shrikrishna's compassion and culminate in peace. Gr 
prominence has been given to the philosophy and principl 
enunciated in Shrimad Bhagavadgita (The Song Celestial). It looks ¢ 
though the character of Subhadra has assimilated these principle 
The fact that many of the great poets of our nation have drawn 
their epics themes from Mahabharatha, Bhagavatha and Ramayar 
signifies the greatness of these sacred books. 


The story of 'Shrikrishna Charita’ is known to ail. All those wh 
have read Bhagavatha and Bharatha are quite familiar with the natur 
of the various characters in the work. This translation is helpful % 
understand how far the characters have been modified by Shri Pai 
imagination and how far such changes have added to the real worth ¢ 
ihe work. it is really the good fortune of Kannadigas that a classic: 
work of poetry in Bengali, which has earned a permanent place i 
Indian literary field is made available to the Kannadigas as a result « 
Shri Pai's efforts. 


in modern india, Bengal was the first to wake up in the earl 
days of intellectual renaissance. The intelligentsia of Bengal stood i 
the forefront of the social, political, religious and literary circles of or 
country. The great gifted personalities like Vivekanande 
Bankimchandra, Keshavachandrasen, Tagore and Subhaschandra Bos 
placed new and novel ideas before the people. Against such backgroun 
of intellectual revolution, Shri Naveenachandra Sen wrote his classic 
poetical work and dernonstrated the greatness of human vaiues. Th 
Same work was written in Kannada as “Shrikrishna Charitra" 


WHO IS HIGH ? WHO IS Low ? 
ieee tis seek setae et ictal sac aonb lich OS 


All men are alike. In body, muscles and sense organs they ar 
all alike. Birth and death are common to all. Why do people think the 
cowherds belong to the low-caste and brahmins belong to the uppe 
caste ? The four castes, countless gods and goddesses and thi 
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sacrifices in which animals are mercilessly massacred, all these are 
blind customs. 


' The task of Shrikrishna was to eradicate such blind-customs and 
to end all conflicts between Aryans and Non-Aryans. But Doorvasa was 

quite an opposite character. The great battle of Kurukshetra was the 
result of the clash between these conflicting natures. 


"My beloved is he who showers love on the sinners. Our 
_ mother-earth preserves fragrant and scentless flowers in her bosom with 
_ equal affection. Precious and brilliant gems are treasured in the bosom 
of the sea and so are the innumerable pebbles and particles of sand.* 


These are the thoughts of Subhadra. Most of the characters 
_ here, bring home to us, the idea that women are the reflections of the 
universal mother and the embodiments of motherhood and compassiori 
in human creation. The following are the profound thoughts expressed 
in this book : 


“What greatness is there in one's becoming a mother io her 
own child or in one’s becoming a child of his own mother ? Real 
virtue lies in one's becoming a mother to someone else's child or in 
becoming a child to some other mother.” "Sin and virtue, 
Righteousness and unrighteousness these are the ways of the world. 
These are the gems shining in darkness. Violence and love change 
places now and then in the wheel of events. The director of the 
actors in the play which you name as a cruel play of sin is the 
embodiment of mercy and an ocean of virtue." "Creation and 
“protection are part of his illusion and so is destruction. Tne areat 
sacrifice of destruction is also dharma. The policy of destruction is 
the basis of kindness. A day of great happiness and great sorrow 
has ended today. Sorrow is the stepping stone to human-happiness. 
Are there any other three persons in this world as sad as we are ?" 


For every action, there is an equal and opposite reaction. This 
is the scientific way of thinking. Good reaction for good action. Bad 
reaction for bad action. All these are the play of nature. That itself is 
the sign of the existence of the Infinite Power. 


111 








“Every minute, this earth is growing due to these blows an 
counter-blows. Pearls and corals grow and spread in the sea. The: 
blews and counter-blows exist in ihe living world also." 


Reflections like the above that appear here and there in ¢ 
book express the profound magnificence of Shri Pai's imagination 
the beauty of his poeiry. 


We have aiready noticed that Kaliya Mardana Krishna (Krishna 
who stamped down ‘Kaliya’)) was the deity worshipped by Shri Pai's 
family. The names ‘Krishna’ and 'Hari’ appear frequently in his poems 
anc oiher writings. 'Gilivindu’, his poetical work is dedicated to 
‘Krishna’. His wife's name too was Krishna. In many cf his poems, 
Shri Pai has used his pen-name as “Devaki Thanaya". Considering 
this background, it is quite fitting and proper to state that Shri Pai 
admired and appreciated the poetical work of Shri Naveena Chandra 
Sen and brought out its prose translation in Kannada. The nature and 
activities of the characters in the work are depicted in a natural setting 
and style, totally devoid of the superhuman feats and miracles as 
found in other mythological stories. Moreover, the character of Shri 
Krishna abounds with all human Qualities. We may surmise that it is 
for these qualities that Shri Pai, much influenced by English culture 
and scientific thought admired the work of Naveena Chandra Sen. 


SHE PLACED ME IN THE SHELTER OF KANNADA 
EVE RANNADA 


‘In the shelter of Kannada" is a collection of Shri Pai's prose 
articles. The presidential speech delivered by Shri Pai as the President 
of ihe thirty-fourth Kannada literary conference held in Bombay in 1950 
also bears the title, In the shelter of Kannada. The same title is given 
to this collection of fourteen articles. 


Under normal circumstances, Shri Pai never agreed to accept 
titles and honours. The high Ronour of Presidentship of the literary 
conference had been offered to him many a time earlier, but each 
time he had declined the offer. But, being unable to disregard the 
requests of his intimate friends, he had agreed to accept the title 
‘Poet Laureate’ in Kannada offered by the Madras Government a year 
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aarlier. With the same large-heartedness, he accepted the high honour 
of the Presidentship of the Kannada literary conference held in 
Bombay, in response to the request of Shri M.R. Shree, the then 
President of Kannada Sahithya Parishad. 


AS PRESIDENT OF THE LITERARY CONFERENCE 


In his presidential address, he politely stated thai the seat of 
honour was conferred on him cue to some inexplicable intimacy built 
up during the past births. He then referred to the recorded historical 
fact that the Kings of Karnataka had ruled over Goa and Bombay in 
the past. He appreciated the propriety of holding the conference in 
Bombay as there were a few lakhs of Kannadigas living there. With 
the support of inscriptions, he explained the ancient nature of Kannada 
literature, and stated in brief the changes that took place in literary 
style, prosody and language at various stages in the past. He spoke 

about the Vachana, Dasa and Yakshagana literatures and explained 
ithe reason for the popularity of these forms of literature. He put forth 
many suggestions for developing Kannada language and exhorted that 
we should employ more and more new words. He suggested that new 
words could be coined by adding ‘isu’ 'pratyaya' inflection to Sanskrit 
words and that we should not hesitate to draw necessary words from 
other languages. He also suggested that valuable works from other 
major languages of the world should be translated into Kannada and 
said that it is advisable to translate such poetical works into Kannada 
in prose. He stressed that the works in Kannada must have sufficient 
substance, essence and emotional strength and that only such works 
would become immortal. He hoped for such, works in future. He 
mentioned about the work of the Dictionary undertaken by the ‘Sahitya 
Parishad’ and offered some valuabie suggestions. He suggested that 
a science conference also should be corivened every year along with 
the literary conference. He stated that we should manufacture 
'Anishta' bombs (most potential atom bombs) to protect our country 
against the atom bombs of others. He politely stated "I do not preach 
others but | practise. | am a listener and a speaker. | learn from 
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others, and do not teach others.” He concluded his address eame: 
praying that the sense of being an indian and a Kannadiga shoul 
become inseparable in every Kannadiga like one's own eyes. 


THRILLING SITUATION : 


This writer too attended the Kannada literary conference i 
Bombay. Almost during the same period, | had written the boo 
‘Rashtrakavi Govinda Pai’. | offered a copy of the work to Shri P 
and obtained his signature on another copy. | narrate below a thrilli 
situation that | observed during this conference. 


The conference was being held at the 'Kavsji Jahangir 
auditorium in Bombay. Many people, great and small were present. 
The Kannadigas settled in Bombay had turned up in thousands. 
Shri Pai was well-known as a research scholar in history. He was also 
famous for his deep knowledge of many languages. Therefore, 
scholars of other languages like Gujarathi, Marathi, Hindi and English 
also were present in addition to Kannadigas. The conference hall was 
packed with many scholars, literary stars and common citizens. Many 
elderly gentlemen were seated on the dais. A friend of mine from 
Mysore was sitting near me. With searching eyes he scanned the 
dais and asked me where Shri Pai was. Shri Pai had not yet gone up 
on the dais but was seated on a chair one or two rows in front of us. 
He wore the same dress and bore the same simplicity, that he was 
accustomed to at his Manjeshwar house. The moustache that fitted 
his face, the snow-white hair standing on ends, the sparkling eyes, 
Khadi lower cloth and half-sleeved shortshirt. Thus this poet-sage 
shone in his towering glory of Simplicity among the affluent and 
respectable men of Bombay attired in their rich and fashionable 
garments. As i wished that the ‘drama’ should continue, | did not help 
my Mysorian friend to find out Shri Pai, eventhough Shri Pai was 
sitting very close to us. It could be easily imagined that this eager 


desire to find out Shri Pai at the earliest had seized the hearts of 
many wno had gathered there. 
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As per the accepted custom, the name of Shri Govinda Pai 
as proposed to the chair and was seconded. He then got up from his 
lace and walked up to the dais quite unostentatiously. Shri Alur 
enkat Rao, renowned.as the high priest of Kannada, was one among 
ie elderly men seated on the stage. By then, Shri Alur had retired 
‘om his past political life and looked like a sage on the spiritual path. 
erhaps, Shri Aiur must have been the only one man who was older 
han Shri Pai among those personalities seated on the dais. Shri 
3ovinda Pai got up to the stage and stepped forward. But, before 
xecupying the President's chair, he suddenly bent low, touched both 
he feet of Shri Alur Venkata Rao and offered his obeisances. Tears 
of joy rolled down from Shri Alur's eyes. 


The whole audience was stupefied. Shri Pai was now adoring 
the highest seat of honour by virtue of his natural literary gift, great 
erudition and by the dint of his assiduous endeavour in the field of 
jiterature. On this solemn occasion, Shri Pai offered his respects to 
the elderly personality of Shri Alur Venkat Rao who had inspired Shri 
Pai through his writings in those days when Shri Pai had just started 
working in the literary fieid. Never before and never after did this writer 
witness such a direct example of such great devotion and ardent 
respect to an eiderly personality | It was such humility of Shri Pai that 
raised him to such exalted position. 


CHILD OF TWO MOTHERS : 


Then, he read out his presidential address which was not at all 
lengthy. The style of his speech was so unalioyed and so original. 
Concluding his speech, Shri Pai said : 


“1am a child of two mothers. Konkani is my mother and it 
was she who gave birth to me. Kannada is my foster-mother. It was 
she who nursed and brought me up. Frederick Mistrei was a poet 
from Provence, a southern part o/ France, never wrote his poems in 
French eventhough French language was replete with rich and worid 
famous literary works. He wrote his poems in his mother-tongue 
provencal. Similarly, perhaps | too would have written my works in my 
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mothertongue if there had been some literature in it, at least to so 
extent. But there was no milk in my mother’s breast. There was 1 
literature in Konkani. Therefore, my mother Konkani placed me un 
the care of Kannada. My foster-mother is 'Payaswini' (one who 
breast is full of milk). Eventhough she has been suckling many poe 
for the past many years, her breast has never gone dry. By God! 
grace she is a 'sadasnuhi', a milk-plant that never goes dry. Sh 
suckled me with a love greater than that of my own mother. | wi 
never be able to repay her love even if 1 am reborn umpteen times i 
future. There is no paraliel to the love you shower on me and to-th 
affection | bear for you. What you offer me is the nectarlike fresi 
frothy milk. But what | offer you in return are the tiny trickles of tear 
insufficient even to wash your toes, What else do | possess ? Pleas: 
be content with that." 


When Shri Pai was concluding his address his voice broke ant 
his eyes were wet. The audience was struck dumb and was silently 
listening quite oblivious of everything else. in these artful shor 
sentences he expressed in brief the ideas pregnant with meaning anc 
which could have been told in thousands of words and phrases 
running into hundreds of pages. Lovers of literature and language 
admired the excellence of his thoughts. 


KAMATH - PANJE SMARANE 
ee es ee eee 
(Reminiscences about Kamath and Panje) : 
ee FATE) = 


Shri M.N. Kamath (1883-1940) and Shri Pai grew up studying 
and playing together. The verbal portrait, ‘Shri M.N. Kamath’ is the 
speech delivered by Shri Pai on the occasion of his unveiling Shri 
M.N. Kamath's portrait at Canara High School, Mangalore on 25th 


December, 1944. The affection that Shri Pai bore towards Shri Kamath 
is quite evident in this pen portrait. 


Shri Kamath could not continue his Studies upto the degree 
Class due to poverty. Then, he wandered in Bombay and Caicutta in 
search of employment. But he did not succeed there. Then he 
returned to his native place and commenced his career as a teacher. 
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He worked as a teacher for a long period. He kindled up and nurtured 
- the love of literature which was awake in him from his very childhood. 
” Eventhough Shri Kamath had to !ive in poverty till his end, he had 
i many worthy achievements to his credit in the field of literature. All 
these details, Shri Pai narrated in his speech on Shri M.N. Kamath. 
- Shri Pai wrote that Shri Kamath had very well realised that by writing 
in English he would be deriving no benefit but would be ‘ighting his 
domestic lamp in someone else's festival of lights plunging his own 
_ home in darkness. Therefore, Shri Kamath reserved his power of pen 
exclusively for Kannada. From the point of view of Chronological 
order, Shri Kamath deserves the second place in writing stories and 
one act plays in modern Kannada. Shri Kamath has written poetic 

prose like Walt Whitman and Edward Carpenter. 


‘Autobiography’ and ‘The fate of Writer are about himself. Such a 
large mass of essential details have been furnished in these articles that 
it looks almost impossible to narrate the details and governing principles 
of one's whole life so briefly. Some of the particulars detailed in his 
‘Autobiography’ have already been toid when his literary life-sketch was 
narrated earlier. ‘The fate of a writer’, satirically depicts the practices 
prevalent among the writers of those days. The following difficulties of 
many writers including himself are narrated interestingly. 


The humility of a writer approaching the editor at his office and 
begging him to publish his article, 

The piquant situation Shri Pai faced when he went to Madras on the 
invitation of the Madras University to deliver a speech on research and his 


humorous remark, "It is buttermilk eventhough much water is added to it 
and it is a meeting eventhough the audience consists only three.", 


The failure of the publishers of newspapers, periodicals and text 
books to send the printed copy eventhough they themselves 
requested for the articles and published them etc. 


'KANASADA NANASU' (REALITY THAT TURNED INTO A DREAM) : 


This is an article written by Shri Pai on Panje Mangesh Rao, 
who was his teacher and one of the chief preceptors of modern 
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Kannada. This is a little longer than other articles. Shri Pai's conta 
with Shri Panié Mangesh Rao on various occasions from his childhooc 
to his youth are beautifully narrated in this article. 


“| can never forget the way he read, the manner in which A 
sang and the way he acted without getting up from his seat, by 
moving his hands and rolling his eyes. All those who were presen 
there and there were many admired him and nodded their heads in 
appreciation. They were also charmed by his fascinating ways and 
manners.” Just conversing with him was a fine little feast. There 
are apt sentences, stories, irony, proverbs, songs, mockery and 
ali varieties of sweets and savories in that feast. During our 
childhood, there was no other feast and ceremony to us". “With 
his long cranelike legs he wouid walk to and fro in front of the 
fable, like a lion in the zoo. He would sing the poems in the text 
books to the tunes of the songs in his favourite Marathi Diays of 
Kirloskar. He wouid sing those songs and teach. This was his 
daily practice." 


The following is the considered opinion of Shri Pai as a 
research-scholar on the question of who wrote the first short Story, the 
first work on children's literature and the first article in Kannada. 


“The first short story in Kannada was published in 1900 in 
‘Suvasini’, a magazine from Mangalore. The person who wrote if, he. 
the first writer who wrote a short Story in Kannada was Shri Panje 
Mangesh Rao. Thus, Shri Panje is the Pioneer short Siory-writer in 
Kannada. There are no iwo opinions on this. Forty years ago, no other 
Kannada prose compositions equalling his had seen the light of the 
day, not only in South Kanara but in the whole of Karnataka". As far 
as | know, Shri Panje is the forerunner of Children's literature and 
short-stories in Kannada". 


FIRST NOVEL : 


in another article, ‘Short stories and novels’, Shri Pai writes that 
the first original novel in Kannada, Shri Gulvadi Venkat Rao's ‘Indira Bai' 
was published in 1899 and the second novel ‘Vagdevi’ of Shri Bolar 
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- Babu Rao was published in 1905. In the same article, Shri Pai writes 
that one Shri Rantle Venkata Subba Rao of Madras had written a novel, 
“Kesari Vilas", earlier to 'Vagdevi' in 1895. When Shri M.R. Shree 
_ passed away in 1953, Shri Pai wrote his article, “Nenapina Kanike" 
about Shri M.R. Shree. In this article Shri Pai states that Shri M.R. 
Shree was a man of 'Navaneetha Hridaya" (One with a heart made of 
_ fresh butter) and sums up ail his virtues in this one word. 


Shri Pai's another article, “The birth of essay in Kannada" is an 
objective analysis of the essay kind of prose composition. in this 
article, Shri Pai explains in detail the origin and development of the 
essay in western literature. Shri Pai informs us that the essay-form in 
Kannada began about a hundred years ago, and that, it was Shri 
-Nandalike Lakshminarayana, who wrote the first Kannada essay 
'Jogula’ (Lullaby) with the penname 'Chakrapani’. It was published in 
"Suvasini® in 1900. Later on in 1902, Shri M.N. Shrinivasa Rao wrote 
two essays ‘'Bhramara’ (Honey Bee) and ‘Moda’ (The cloud). After a 
year or two Shri Panje wrote, ‘Haili’ (Lizard) and 'Bandanike 
(parasitical plant) in ‘Satyadeepike* (Lamp of Truth). 


His essay ‘Anakavadu' (Mock Poetry) is the preface he wrote to 
Shri G.P. Rajaratnam's work, ‘Purusha Saraswathi’ (Male Saraswathi 
Male goddess of knowledge). In this essay Shri Pai discusses ihe 
meaning of the word ‘Purusha Saraswathi’, nature of mock poetry in 
general, mock poetry in wesiern and eastern literatures, mock poetry 
in Ramayana and Mahabharatha and the mock poetry of Sarvajna. 
Harake (Entreaty) is another essay written on the occasion of Shri 
Bendre's completion of fifty years, acclaiming his literary 
achievements and wishing him all success and sunshine in future. In 
his article 'Future prospects in Archaeological Research’ he says that 
our country has now become independent and our Government with 
renewed vigour and enthusiasm should therefore take the help of 
private research workers and Carry on the work as it was done in 
Harappa and Mohenjadaro. He reminds us that Indians were unable to 
do so when they were under the western rule. This book contains a 
sonnet titled “Independent”. 
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‘Milestones in memory’ is the last essay in this book. Thi 
essay about Shri Narayana Kille is one of the best essays in t 
book. In this article, Shri Pai talks about his meeting with 
Deshabhaktha Narayana Kille at Khaci Bhandar, Mangalore and 
the meetings and functions arranged when Shri H.V. Kamath visit 
Mangalore. He aiso talks about Shri Kille's attitude to the work 
Harijan welfare and his exalted position in the field of Yakshagana. 
Shri Pai much admired the speech on Karna of Mahabharath delivered 
by Shri Kille in the lecture programme, ‘Kannada Bharathada Veera 
Chathushtaya (Four heroes of Kannada Bharatha). The following are 
his words of applause. 


"Then Shri Kille got up. He himself was Karna. The character 
of Karna was easy and natural to him, as water to tortoise. When 
Shri Kille took the role of Karna, one could see the crowning giory of 
his Yakshagana art. During the course of his lecture, he quoted stanza 
after stanza from Kannada. Kumara Vyasa Bharatha, without faltering 
in the least, elucidating and explaining as he spoke ! One should 
have seen him then ! What gestures | What ostentation ! compiete 
silence reigned everywhere in the audience : The whole audience sat 
wonderstruck. The joy | felt on hearing his speech knew no bounds. 
But how can | enable you to enjoy its taste ? Words cannot hear and 
€ars cannot speak. 


POET LAUREATESHIP : 


Shri Pai had such high regard for Shri Kille. Shri Kille also had 
great respect for Shri Pai. Their mutual respect and regard became 
Clearly evident on the occasion when Shri Pai was honoured as poet 
Laureate. Even in this article on Shri Kille, Shri Pai has Casually 


referred to the event of his being conferred with the title of ‘Poet 
Laureate’, in these words : 


"I had been to Mangalore at noon on 31st January 1949. When 
| was about to return from my eldest sister's house, a carriage arrived 
there. It was to take me to Shri Damodhara Baliga's shop in car 
Street. | was told that Shri Kille was waiting there for me. | went there 
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. y the cab. Shri Kille was waiting there. He looked at his watch. He 
_ 3ked me whether | was to go to Manjeshwar then. | replied "Yes, in 
4@ meanwhile | came here responding to your cali.". He then said, 
‘et us go. | too will come up to the Railway station along with you". 
oth of us walked towards the station. On the way, Shri Kille said, 
The Govt. of Madras has announced that it wiil confer the title of 
oet Laureate to five poets of five languages in the Madras state. The 
election committee in respect of Kannada has already selected you. 
Vhat do you say for this ? " Then | took leave of him and boarded 
ne train. On the evening of 15th March 1949, the names of five poet 
‘aureates were announced over the radio. Later, perhaps after a month 
ind a half | had been to Mangalore again. As usual i went to 
* $hri Damodara Baliga's bookshop. There | saw Shri Kille. He then 
* said, “Somehow you have consented to accept the award. | am now 
' ully satisfied". His eyes welled up. My eyes became moist. | then 
Jelt the tenderness of his heart. | was charmed by his affection." 


Here | must mention an important point connected with this 
affair. This may not be known to others except to Shri Kille's trusted 
friends. The name of Dr. K.V. Puttappa (Kuvempu) was also included 
in the committee constituted for the selection of Kannada poet 

Laureate. But Dr. Puttappa declined to be a member of the committee. 
The Madras Government appointed, the renowned oraior, 
'Deshabhaktha Narayana Kille in that place. Shri Kille sent word to this 
writer. Was it because | was a poet ? Or was it because | was his 
‘friend 2? When | went there | was shown a list prepared by the 
selection committee. My name too was found in the list. When 
‘| raised my head after going through the list twice or thrice Shri Kille 
expressed his wish to know my opinion on the names in the list. Then 
| said, "Why isn't Shri Govinda Pai's name found in this list 2". Then 
Shri Kille said, "Is it so ? | know that he is a great man, an erudite 
scholar, a renowned research worker and is well-versed in many 
languages. Is he a great poet too ?” 


Shri Narayana Kille was a renowned orator in Kannada and Tulu 
languages. He translated English speeches into Kannada in a most 
efficient manner. He was almost unequalled in the field of 
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Yakshagana conversation and exposition (Talamaddale). He could gi 
very appealing and effective expositions of the poetical works lit 
Torave Ramayana, Gadugina Bharatha and Jaimini Bharatha. All th 
works were just on the tip of his tongue. He was a great lover 

- literature. But it seems that he did not possess sufficient knowle 
to appreciate advanced works of literature. Eventhough Shri Kille kne 
that Shri Pai was a poei, he had not deeply studied Shri Pai’ 
poetical works and he did not know that Shri Pai was a great po 
Therefore | said, "There is none who is more respectable and great 
than he among our poets". 


Shri Kille needed further details regarding the matter. On the same 
night, | read out extracts from his poetical works like ‘Gilivindu' 
‘Hebberalu' and explained. Listening to me Shri Kille was actually thrilled 
He exclaimed, "Oh ! now | understand. The title of poet Laureate shoulc 
be conferred on Shri Pai himself". When | said that it was not easy tc 
make him condescend to accept it, Shri Kille said, “Let that responsibility 
be on me". He again went to Madras and met Shri Pai on his return. The 
conierment of the title was announced. Henceforth, Shri Pai's own words 
must be quoted, “Somehow you have consented to accept the award 
| am now fully satisfied" he said. His eyes welled up. My eyes became 
moist. | was charmed by his affection." 


Shri Govinda Pai was the most deserving candidate for the title 
of Poet Laureate in Kannada. It was also true that it was the 
Government of Madras that decided to confer the title on Shri Pai. f 
was a fact that there were other honourable members in the selection 
committee. Shri Pai was a man who declined every honour and title 
and was ever busy in discharging his duties without fear or favour. In 
Spite of all these facts, Shri Deshabhaktha Narayana Kille, with his 
sincere love and regard succeeded in making Shri Govinda Pai agree 
to accept the title. This credit: totally goes to Shri Kille. How many 
times must have Shri Kille met him 2? How many times must Shri 
Kille have persuaded him persanally and through other close friends ! 
How many letters might Shri Kille have got written through his 
friends ! Only a very few close associates of Shri Kille know it. 
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Even if the title of Poet Laureate had not been conferred on 
_ Shri Pai, his real greatness would not have suffered. The fact that he 
__ was a great poet was an established fact. His poems were aiso of 
~ permanent worth. But all the people properly recognised the great poet 
and his greatness only after the conferment of the title. Then 
~ commenced the study of his poetical works. Within a few days he 
was invited to preside over the annual Kannada Literary Conference. 
Even Prof. V.M. inamdar, who was himself an erudite Scholar, critic 
and writer exclaimed, "Till now | had thought that Shri Govinda Pai 
"was only a research worker. But my eyes which were shut towards 
~ his poetical ability have now been opened". 


Here, only two of his prose works in abridged form are 
» presented to the reader as examples of his prose writings. His 
' innumerable other prose writings are yet to be collected and published 
- in book form. When all these writings are published, it will be very 
_ well understood that he was a greatly gifted prose writer also in 
_ addition to his being a great poet. the thousands of letters he wrote 
_ to thousands of his friends and admirers throughout the country are 
' also fine examples of his prose. Moreover, all his research writings 
are also in prose. "The prose style | approve and admire should be 
straight like an arrow shot from a bow. This is the basic principle of 
my prose style". 


The above words are found in a letter that Shri Pai wrote to a 
friend of his. While poetry fascinates us with irony, connotations, 
feelings, emotions and other figures of speech, prose is a beautiful 
maiden unadorned. The sentences spoken or written should straight 
away reach the person spoken to or the reader. Thus, the secret of 
the style of prose is that of a shooting arrow. In his prose writings, 
Shri Pai has profusely used proverbs, epigrams and figures of speech 
in order to make the sense crystal clear. He has decorated his prose 
with limited ornaments so that the ornaments do not become a 
burden but increase the natural beauty of style. We must also realise 
that some minimal ornamentation was quite unavoidable to the innate 
poet enshrined in Shri Pai. 
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CHAPTER - VIl 
SEEKER OF TRUTH - MAN OF RESEARCH 


The task of a research worker is to seek right answers when 
problem or doubt arises. It is his task to find out the correct state 
things and to place it before the people when the situation is 
confused due to ignorance or evil design. He is a diligent explorer whc 
establishes the truth. There is nothing like half-truth and defective 
truth. The man of research who seeks truth must clearly understanc 
the subject thoroughly. Great erudition, unusual memory, keer 
faculty of logical thinking, undaunted and relentless earnestness anc 
incessant endeavour are required to accomplish this task 
Shri Govinda Pai who had all these qualities marched ahead on the 
path of research and attained success. 





It has already been stated that Shri Pai concentrated or 
research for quite some time in order to divert his mind away fron 
lust and desire (owing to the untimely death of his wife plunging hir 
into grief) associated with poetic emotions and experiences, and tc 
engage his mind in serious discourse and thus fully utilise ever 
minute of his to realise truth. The work of research is not at all easy 
But te Shri Pai, who had scaled the highest peak of erudition anc 
innate ability, this adventure was easy like a play. It is worth notine 
that Shri Govinda Pai endeavoured alone and accomplished the grea 
task that only a Government or University or some other bic 
institution could have accomplished engaging the services of man) 
intelligent and enterprising men. He also won renown as a mano 
research. We can very well imagine the depth of his erudition wher 
we learn that he had a library of his own, with about 5000 books anc 
he was welliversed in twenty languages. We can just imagine the 
depth and dimensions of his scholarship when we observe that he 
has given foot-notes citing twenty five source books for one single 
article of twelve pages on Buddha. Just to study the foreign traveller: 
who came to India, he learnt languages like Greek, Latin and Persian 
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shen he found that the knowledge of English alone was quite 
jadequate for the purpose. He studied religious books such as the 
sible and the Kur-an with the same fervour with which he studied the 
/edas, the Upanishads and the Puranas. He studied languages like 
2ali and Prakrit in order to know the basic principles of Buddhism and 
Jainism. He acquired profound scholarship regarding religious books, 
yrammar and history of our land and languages. He also acquired 
jeep knowledge in mathematics, Samhithas (selected and 
systematically compiled extracts from the Vedas), astronomy and 
astrology. He would carry out his research based on the above 
authorities and arrive at some conclusion. But if it was then found 
that his finding was not correct he would promptly correct himself. Bui 
when his argument was once proved true, he would boldly declare, “If 
anyone can prove that my statement is wrong, | will throw away my 
pen to the Arabian sea in front of me’. 


It is said that it is very difficult to read and understand his papers 
on research. This statement is not without truth. This is not a defect 
but a virtue. His writings were so scholarly and authoritative. He would 
array all the necessary evidence to prove his findings. One can find a 
good number of footnotes in each one of his articles. These references 
are drawn from origina! Latin or Pali works, or from the Bible, the 
Vedas, the Dharma Pada etc. The reader also must enter this fort of 
erudition very carefully, with necessary preparations. To one who does 
not even attempt to climb the great heights reached by Shri Pai, his 
articles on research would certainly be un-understandable. Research has 
10 value and weiaht, if it does not have such evidence and references 
‘Oo sources. His was the ennobling skill that raised the interests and 
standards of the reader to a higher and nobler level. 


FIRST EGG : 


It was in 1926, that Shri Pai commenced his research work. 
4is article, “About our Ancestors" discusses the details regarding the 
ancient origin and migration of the Saraswaths. 
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The Saraswaths, who were the ancestors of Shri Pai, origina! 
came from the bank of river Saraswathi in the Punjab. From then 
they came to Tirhut in Bihar. Then they migrated to Goa, one of 
seven Konkanas, created by Parasurama. Fearing forcible conversio! 
effected by the Portuguese, they left Goa in 1560 and like dov 
driven off by the hawks, they fled to piaces like North-Kanara, Sout 
Kanara, and Kerala, and settled there. Even to this day, Shri Pai’ 
ancestral family and their family deity can be found in Goa. Whereve 
they go, they worship the same deity. Every Saraswath, makes it : 
point to go on pilgrimage to Goa, atleast once in his life. 


When: Shri Pai decided to write the article, and visited Goa, h 
was pained to see the place. He learnt Portuguese, collected som 
inscriptions and based on them he wrote an article in English b 
name “Flashes from the past". He also wrote the above referred articl 
in Kannada. 


In that article, he has proved that Konkani is not a language bon 
of Marathi but an independent language. He has also stated that th 
present languages like Bengali, Oriya, Magadhi, Bihari and Maithili ar 
more intimately connected to Konkani than Marathi. He has stated the 
originally, the Saraswaths were Shaivites and later on they became th 
followers of Madhva and became devotees of Shri Krishna. 


Shri Pai has stated that the above article is the first egg he 
laid in the field of historical research. No other article, better an 
more vaiuable than the above, has been published till date about th 
origin, places of migration, religious faith and languages of Saraswat 


Brahmins. What he has spoken of as his first egg was really ; 
golden egg. 


From then onwards, Shri Pai incessantly carried on hi: 
historical research on Kannada language and literature. He preparec 
- Many research papers on Tulunad, Karnataka, India and on the 
languages and religions concerned. With regard to Kannada languag: 
and literature, he wrote a good number of articles on the poetica 
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vorks, period and other literary works of old and modern Kannada 
joets. He wrote his articles on research, not only in Kannada but also 
n English and became renowned as a great scholar and man of 
esearch throughout the country. 


N MEMORY OF TULUNAD : 


Shri Pai had great love for Tulunad, which he considered as the 
nother of his father and mother. Both Mangalore and Manjeshwar are 
in Tulunad. His first article on Tulunadu was "Tu/unadu during the 
Wight of History". lt was published in "Panchakajjaya", a Souvenir 
brought out in connection with the Kannada literary conference held in 
Mangalore in 1927. He wrote his article, “"Tu/lunad - Early 
Reminiscences" in “Tenkanadu', the Souvenir brought out on the 
occasion of the Kannada literary conference held in Kasaragod in 
1947. He thus awakened us and made us remember the Tulunadu 
which we had forgotten. “Tulu, Tulve“ means, ‘strike the oar in water 
or ‘dive into water’. He was of the opinion that this name might have 
become current in connection with the communities, ‘Mogera'’ and 
‘Mogaveera’ in this coastal area. 





The earliest reference to Tulunadu is found in ‘Harivamsha 
Purana’ of the 3rd century. He therefore attempts to establish thai the 
'‘Shantika’ region referred to in the inscriptions of Ashoka, Markandeya 
Purana, Brihat Samhita etc. of the period before Christ is Tulunadu 
itself. He has written many articles on Alupa and Ajila kings of 
Tulunad and on the religious sects like Natha Pantha, Jainism, 
Dwaitha (Duaiism) and Adwaitha (Monism). He has also written about 
the inscriptions of Tulunadu and regarding the ancient contacts that 
this region had with the Greeks. He has profusely written on Acharya 
Madhwa, poet Muddana, Rathnakaranna, Parthi Subba, the venerable 
Godfather of Yakshagana, and on the great modern personalities like 
Shri Panje, Shri M.N. Kamath and Shri Narayana Kille. He has. also 
written about the 'Aliyakattu', a matriarchal system of inheritance and 
about the ‘paddanas’. 
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Shri Pai has written as follows in connection with the Mutt o 
Natha faith at Kadri in Mangalore. 


The Natha faith which is a combination of Buddhism an 
Shaivism was prevalent in Tulunadu in olden days. A Buddhi 
religious leader, Manjughosha, established a Buddhist Vihar at Kadri 
Later on, Mathsyendranath, a religious leader of Natha faith, installed 
a Shivalinga at Kadri. The name ‘Manjunatha’ for Shiva is not found in 
any religious book. The name must have been conferred to 
commemorate the connection with Shri Manjughosh. The Shivalinga at 
Dharmasthala also is given the same name as it is a piece taken 
from Kadri Shivalinga. 


lt is Shri Pai's contention that the area in which the events 
narrated in a certain Greek play of 2nd century A.D. take place is 
Udyavara of Tuiunadu and many of the words found in the play refer 
to Tulunadu. The story of the Greek play is as follows : 


As a result of a ship-wreck in the Indian Ocean, a Greek maid 
comes to a coastal village. The piace is Someshwar in the Udyavai 
Coast. After sometime, the Greek mariners discover her and obtain 
the permission of the local Alupa King to take her with them. A 
cocktail party is held to celebrate the happy occasion. All these facts 
are narrated in the play. Shri Pai pointed out that some of the words 
found in the play were of Kannada Language. Squadron Leader P.S. 
Rai has attempted to establish that all those words are of Tult 
Language. However it was Shri Pai who first stated that the events 
narrated in the play took place in Tulunad. 


He states that references from the beginning of 2nd century 
A.D. to Mangalore town and Netravati river are available. Shri Pa 
also opines that Mangalore was a big town even in 8th century A.D 
The inscriptions obtained at Venur, Karkala and Kadri are important 
among the inscriptions of Tulunadu, examined by him. With the hel 
of these inscriptions, Shri Pai has brought to light the exact dates or 
which the Gomata statues at Venur and Karkala were installed. Til 
then, the history of Tulunadu was not very clear. Shri Pai, with his 
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scholarly research has thrown new light on this point and has earned 
the gratitude of the Thaulava people. 


ANCIENT NATURE OF KARNATAKA : 


Bhadrabahu muni and Chandraguptha were the first Jains to 
come to Karnataka. With divine vision Bhadrabahu learnt that North 
India would be in the grip of a severe famine and set out to South 
india with Chandraguptha and other disciples. Later on, they formed a 
Jain sect by name Digambaras. It was only after this event that the 
two sects, Shwetambaras and Digambaras, came into being in 
Jainism. Therefore, this event is of historical importance for Jainism. 
In the past, it was believed that the Chandraguptha who accompanied 
the Jain muni was Chadraguptha Mourya. 


Shri Pai conducted intensive research on this point and arrived 
at the conclusion that the Chadraguptha who accompanied the Jain 
muni was not Mourya Chandraguptha. According to Shri Pai this was 
the Chandraguptha who was ruling over Ujjain. Consequently it was 
agreed that the year of the great expedition was 250 B.C. instead of 
300 B.C. This research is of much consequence not only for 
Kamataka but for india as a whole. 


Ptolemy, a renowned geographer of Greece, lived in 2nd century 
A.D. He has referred to many places in India in his writings, Shri Pai 
asserts that those places are in Kamataka. Those names were written in 
the Greek language and Shri Pai discovered the above point which none 
else had found out till then. Shri Pai has rightfully asserted that references 
to Haihaya, the present North Kanara, river Bheema, ten villages in the 
lower basin of river Bheema, Banavasi and Hipparagi are found in 
Ptolemy's book and thus has paved the way for seminal enquiry. In 1946, 
Shri Pai wrote his Kannada article on the issue in ‘Prabuddha Kamataka’ 
and published his article ‘Ptolemy's Hippokura’ in English. 


Many learned men have written articles on the kings and royal 
dynasties of Chalukya, Rashtrakoota and Vijayanagara belonging to 
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the medieval period of Karnataka history. A lot of light has bee 
thrown on these royal clans with the help of many inscriptions. B 
no proper research had been carried out on the ancient royai clans 
Karnataka till Shri Pai directed his attention to that issue. He deepl 
studied many inscriptions including many non-Kannada inscription 
and many books of ancient puranas (mythological stories) an 
historical works. Based on this fund of information he narrated th 
history of the kings belonging to the royal clans of Karnataka like 
Shatavahana, Punnata Ganga and Kadamba. Shri Pai states that the 
Shatavahanas who ruled from Paitan, to the north of Karnataka, 
defeated the Shakas who came to India from outside. These 
Shatavahanas started the 'Saka era’ to commemorate their victory 
over the Shakas and their subsequent reign is of all India importance. 
It was Shri Pai who first brought to light this matter and also fixed the 
period of the Shatavahanas: 


The Punnata kings belonged to the southern region around 
Heggade Devana Kote (Fort). Theirs is the most ancient among the 
royal dynasties of Karnataka. It was Ptolemy who first named this 
dynasty. There is a Jain Sangha by name Punnata Sangha. The 
renowned Jina Senacharya is from Punnata. They were related to the 
Gangas and the Kadambas. There are no inscriptions about the rulers 
of Punnata. Nevertheless Shri Pai studied the inscriptions about 
Gangas and the Kadambas and recorded the details regarding the 
period and pedigree of Punnata kings. Shri Pai has furnished the 
detailed historical particulars commencing from King ‘Mika’ of the 2nd 
century upto King ‘Ravidatta' who passed away in 490 A.D. This also 
is a research of much importance. 


Rev. Rice had furnished the history of the Kadambas based on 
the inscriptions of 'Talagunda’. Shri Pai has Suggested changes to 
some of the particulars recorded by Rev. Rice. Shri Pai has 
categorically stated that there was no King by name Mukkanna 
Kadamba. Rev. Rice had stated that Mayoora Varma, the Kadamba 
King brought many brahmins from Ahichchatra. But it is Shri Pai's 
opinion that it would be appropriate to say that these Brahmins came 
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of their own accord, after Mayoora Varma settled at Banavasi. Shri 
‘Pai has furnished the detailed family line pertaining to the thirteen 
Kings of the dynasty commencing from the very beginning. With valid 
sevidence, Shri Pai has disproved the statement that the Kadambas 
were Jains. 


Even on the Gangas, Shri Pai studied about forty inscriptions 
and prepared their history. He has given a full picture of the Gangas' 
rule which continued for about six hundred years. Shri Pai has given 
the list of the different rulers in the royal line of the Kadambas and 
has fixed the period of each King. Shri Pai wrote a few articles on the 
above two dynasties during the years 1932-33 and 1937-38 in the 

“Journal of Indian History" and the “Journal of Andhra Historical 
Research Society". As a result, Shri Pai was again established as a 
research-scholar of ail India fame. 


Some of the historians were of the opinion that the northern 
part of the Vijayanagara empire was an Andhra Kingdom. Shri Pai has 
strongly disproved this statement and has successfully established 
that it was a Kannada empire throughout. 


Shri Govinda Pai has written many articles on Kannada 
language and literature and on the life, period, religion and native 
places of many poets. When Shri Narasimhachar took up the work of 
editing and publishing three volumes of "Kannada Kavi Charitre" 
Shri Pai threw light on many essential points which escaped 
Shri Achar's attention. Shri Pai wrote many research articles on the 
following matters and facilitated the study of Kannada language 
and literature : 


1. the periods of Lakshmeesha, Harihara, Durgasimha, 
Devaradasimayya, Nagachandra, Jayakeerthi, Basavanna etc.; 


the native places of Pampa and Lakshmeesha; 


the religious sects to which Nrupatunga, Kumara Vyasa and 
Lakshmeesha beionged ; 


4. the works of Parthisubba, Nagavarma and Shrivardhana Deva; 
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5. comparative study of Bhasa and Ranna, Muddanna ar 
Ponna, Uddanda Shaipadi ; 

6. the ancient nature of Kannada literature, Kannada dra . 

Kannada language, the sculpture of Gomata statues, moder 

_ short stories and novels. 


PERIODS AND PLACES OF ORIGIN OF KANNADA POETS} 





Shri Pai has amply substantiated his argument that literary 
works in Kannada were being written even more than twe 
centuries prior to the time of Nrupatunga, the poet King, and 
“Kavirajamarga”. According to Shri Pai, Kannada literary works stuffed 
with Sanskrit words were being written even in 6th century A.D. It is 
his considered opinion that ‘Choodamani’ and 'Vaddaradhana’ were of 
this period. He states that Kannada literary works were first written in 
3rd century A.D. He proves beyond doubt that the first play written in 
Kannada was that of Kannamayya of the Sth century. According to 
Shri Pai, the great poet Pampa was born in Banavasi and that he had 
his education through Kannada at Puligere. Shri Pai opines that 


Pampa must have come to the royal court of king Arikesari during 
932-942 A.D. . 


Shri Pai wrote many articles on Ranna. He pointed out many 
defects in the introduction to 'Gadayuddha’ (mace war) published by 
Karnataka Kavya Kalanidhi. The opinion that there were two poets 
with the name 'Ranna’ was gaining ground. Then it was Shri Pai who 
successfully proved that there was only one poet by name ‘Ranna’. 
Shri Pai also states that there were three poets by name 'Nagavarma’. 
The first among them wrote ‘Chandombudhi' and ‘Karnataka 
Kadambari'. The second wrote 'Vastukosha’, 'Kavyavalokana’ and 
‘Bhasha Bhooshana’ and the third wrote 'Chandrachoodamani Shataka’ 
When there arose serious disagreements among the learned scholars 
of literature about Kumara Vyasa and his religious faith, it was Shri 
Pai, who proved that Kumara Vyasa was an Advaitin (Monist) of 
Bhagavatha sect. He established that poet Lakshmeesha belonged to 
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Devanoor of Kadur District. He also proved that Parthisubba, the 
grand old Godfather of Yakshagana art belonged to Ajavara, near 
-Kumbla. Shri Pai also established that poet Muddana was none other 
than Nandalike Lakshminarayana. 


This lion among the research scholars crossed the limits of 
Tulunadu and Karnataka and scanned the whole of India. 


ANCIENT INDIA 


After the fall of the Mauryas, kings belonging to foreign 
_ dynasties like Shakas, Pallavas, Kushans etc. invaded india in the 
‘first and second centuries. They entered India through the mountain 
passes of the Northwest. Goutamiputra Shatakami defeated Kanishka, 
‘the last Great Kushan King in 78 A.D. and established tne 
Shatavahana kingdom. This period of history was not very clear till 
Shri Pai threw light on it and duly substantiated his findings with 
facts and figures. In this connection, Shri Pai furnished the following 
details : 


1. Maurya Chandraguptha defeated Seluces of Greece. 


2. Maurya Chandraguptha had the Greek title ‘Bacillus’, which 
means emperor. 


3. The word ‘Vrushala’ is a modified form of ‘Bacillus’ and the 
meaning of the word is ‘Emperor. Chanakya addresses 
Chandragupta as 'Vrushaila’ in the play 'Mudrarakshasa’. 


. Shri Pai also states that the Guptha era that commenced in - 
272 A.D. ended in 366 A.D. and then began the 'Vailabha’ era. 


His articles on the rule of Vakatakas and Paliavas in India is 
of great vaiue. Shri Pai furnished the details regarding the rule of 
Vakatakas in the Vindhya region from 174 to 515 A.D. and the rule of 
the Pallavas in South india from 87 A.D. to 900 A.D. Vakatakas 
were related to the Chera kings and Pailavas were related to the 
Chola kings. Therefore, the history of the Chera and Chola dynasties 
also came under the purview of Shri Pai's research. Shri Pai states 
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that the inscription of the Garuda (eagle) pillar of Bhasanagara is of : 
Greek envoy named Heleodorus (105 B.C.) 


ABOUT RELIGIONS 


Shri Pai has carried out deep research on many of the Indian 
religions and wrote many articles, mainly on Buddhism, Jainism and 
Shaivism. He established the year of installation of the Gommata 
Statue of the Jains. He also carried out research on Jain 
Theerthankaras. According to Shri Pai, Theerthankaras are historical 
persons. He recorded the period of each Theerthankara and collected 
very valuable details on Theerthankaras like Mahaveera and 
Parshwanatha. He discovered many statements pertaining to Jainism 
in the religious books of Buddhism. It is his considered Opinion that 
the parinirvana (total liberation) day of Vrushabhanatha Theerthankara, 
. the first Jain Theerthankara and the Shivaratri (Lord Shiva's night) of 
the Shaivas fall on the same day and therefore that day itself is the 
Jina Ratri (Jina's night) of Jains. He opined that the Desheegana sect 
among the Jains is the group of Jains living in places where Hindus 
of Deshastha community live. Preparing an authentic record of the 
Buddha's life and fixing his period of life are his important research 
achievements connected with Buddhism. Shri Pai has affirmed that 
the Buddha too was a historical personage like Mahaveera and has 
established the dates on which Shri Buddha was born, the day on 
which he renounced his home and family, the day on which he gained 
enlightenment and the day on which he attained parinirvana (total 
lideration). Shri Pai studied the inscription of Arjunavada and furnished 
the details of Shri Basaveshwara's family tree and the important 
events of his life. He also found out and fixed the period of 
Devaradasimayya, another Veerashaiva saint, and the periods of 


Revana Siddha, Marula Siddha, Ekoramitande and Mallikarjuna 
Panditharadhya. 





Bhakthiyoga (yoga through devotion) is an important religious 
movement in India. Shri Pai has given his own account of 
Bhakthiyoga. He has written articles on how Bhakthiyoga has been 
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_xpressed in the musical compositions of Purandaradasa and in the 

fe of Shri Ramana Maharshi. Shri Pai has cited many of the 
‘rofound ideas in the ancient spiritual works like "Narada Bhakthi 
Sutra", “Uraga Sooktha", "Sigala Sooktha", "Upadesha Ratnamala* 
‘tc. He has also translated portions of these works into Kannada. 


On many occasions, when Shri Pai presented his conclusions 
and when he compared the lives of great spiritual men he pointed out 
he similarities among them. The following are some of the examples. 


1. Shivaratri of the Hindus and Jinaratri of the Jains are observed 
on the same day. 


2. The birth, enlightenment and parinirvana (total liberation) of the 
Buddha took place on the same tithi (day of the month) though 
in different years. 


3. Prophet Mohammed was born on Monday, the 12th day of 
Rabbi-ul-Awal month and passed away on Monday, the 12th day 
of the same month, though of a later year. 


it was his opinion that such instances were not unprecedented 
in history. He made a deep study of the great religious works and of 
the lives of many great religious teachers and wrote a few excellent 
epic fragments and earned great renown. He studied the Bible, the 
Dharmapada, the Bhagavatha, and the Vedas, and wrote (‘Golgotha’, 
'Vaishakhi', 'Prabhasa’ and ‘Shoodrarshi Kavasha‘ respectively). 


Shri Pai has written many research artivies analysing the roots 
and formations of some specific words. For example, take the word 
"ar + ge (#o* + m) arge (eris)". This word has been used in the 
literary works of ancient Kannada. It is found in the works of Pampa 
and Ranna. in the specific contexts of these works, the meaning ‘to 
whom’ does not suit the word ‘arge’. Shri Pai has therefore opined that 
the word 'arge’ (ese) must have had a different meaning in Kannada. 
The word ar + ge (0° + 7) = arge (esrie) is in vogue in Tulu 
language. The word must have been in vogue even in old Kannada. 
Shri Pai has therefore substantiated his argument with examples and 
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established the above meaning for the suffix ‘ge’. In the cont 

"“Avanarge bandavam?", the appropriate meaning is “who is thé 
person that has come ?". The meaning "To whom has he come?" } 
quite inappropriate in this context. 


‘It has been estimated that Shri Govinda Pai has writt 
about two hundred research articles. But only a few of them are n 
available to us in book form or otherwise. Therefore, it is necessary te 
collect all these articles, classify and compile them and publish ther 
in separate volumes with the details of contents in each. Eithet 
Universities or Governments should take up such work. 


"The Path of Poetry and the path of research are separate. The 
bullock pulls uphill and the buffalo pulls down to the river. Only those 
who are blessed with divine grace can take up both anc 
simultaneously discharge the duties satisfactorily by utilising 
time carefully. But | was at a great disadvantage because 
! shouldered both responsibilities. | could not Properly do the work 
of heating milk and frying horse-gram simultaneously. In attempting 
fo discharge these different duties properly, | am struggling to put 
two swords in one scabbard. | very weil know that one or both 
may break in this attempt. But ! have continued to carry on both 
the types of work for the past many years and | cannot retreat 
now. Times have changed. My feet too are out of step. | shali 
swim as much as | can. Then | shall completely throw myself 


into the arms of the Ganges. | shall drift where the Ganges currents 
take me”. 


Shri Pai has stated as above with humility about his two hobbies, 
i.e., poetry-writing and research. This humility has added grace to his 
greatness. But we now clearly see that this giant shark did not lose its 
way, but easily crossed all cross-currents, and swam swiftly to the 
ocean of Milk (Ksheerasagara). Being-Blessed with Special divine grace, 
he successfully discharged both poetry-writing and research 
simultaneously. This is the good fortune of the Kannada people. 
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j CHAPTER - VIII 
a LETTER-WRITING : LITERARY ART 


Letter-writing too is a meaningful creative work of literary art. 
Letters contain the pains and pleasures of human heart. They embody 
“the many fascinating vibrations of one’s aspirations, sense of 
_ appreciation, compassion, fun and literary experience in the various 

situations of the world around. Especially the letters written by 
persons of intellectual eminence, artists and literary luminaries are 
very artistic. Such letters contain many matters of social importance 
in addition to many personal details. The letters written by such 
eminent men are of permanent value. For this very reason, we can 
see that many persons take great interest in the world of letters. 


SPECIAL PLACE 


Shri Govinda Pai’s letters occupy a special place in our 
country. Shri Pai was ever busy with incessant work ccnnected with 
poetry, research and study. Even then, he used to set apart sufficient 
time for letter-writing. Small boys, elderly people, students, teachers of 
primary schools, lecturers and professors of colleges, all used to write 
io him. He used to get letters in connection with school days, college 
days, marriages etc. He was determined to write proper replies in time 
to all on all such occasions. During conversation, this writer once 
raised the issue of Shri Pai’s habit of writing prompt replies, even in 
the midst of his busy daily routine. Shri Pai promptly responded, 
“People spend money and write letters to me with ali faith and hope. 
The faith they repose on me is valuable. | must honour it and should 
never slight it. It is quite true that | too have to spend some money 
and time. But | definitely reply them. | must reply to them as a token 
of my gratefulness for the faith they have reposed in me. This heips 
me to remember them and helps them to remember me. It is a great 
gain to both. Anyone could write to him from any corner of our 
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country. The person might be known to Shri Pai or not. He coul 
write on anything under the sun. Whatever Shri Pai knew on the 
matter, he would write back with all honesty. 


Throughout his life, Shri Govinda Pai discharged this work of 
letter-writing as an integral part of his life and as a sacred duty. Such 
men are very rare to be found. That Shri Pai carried out this duty 
without any break is a valid proof of his greatness. The letters that 
Shri Pai wrote are in thousands. But persons who realised the real 
value of those letters and preserved them are not many, only very 
few. Many people did not realise that those letters would assume 
such importance in the present days. Almost all his letters were 
written in violet ink. Most of the letters written by him in postcards, 
inland letters and postal covers are not available at present. — 


COLLECTION OF SHRI PAIS LETTERS : 


On the demise of Shri Govinda Pai, some gentlemen who knew 
the value of his letters made sincere attempts to collect them. -Prof. 
K.S. Haridas Bhat of Udipi is one of those who made sincere efforts 
in this direction. About one hundred letters were collected by him from 
thirty gentlemen. They have been published under the title “The tale 
told by letters" in the fifth section of the first volume of Deevige’, a 
commemoration work in memory of Shri Govinda Pai. Shri G.P. 
Rajaratnam, another renowned literary star, has published the book, 
"Some Letters of Govinda Pai". Forty seven letters of Shri Pai have 
been published in this book. Out of these, forty two were written to 
Shri G.P. Rajaratnam himself and the remaining five were written to 
Sarvashri B.S. lyyangar, A.R. Krishna Shastry and S. 
Venkatachalapathi. The book "The tale told by letters" is quite a 
fascinating work from the point of view of the variety and vastness of 
the subjects dealt with in them. The letters written to the following 
persons are included in this book “" Sarvashree Munipala Raju, 
Nagarajayya, Baikadi Venkatakrishna Rao, Mangalore Jarappa, 
K.S. Haridasa Bhat, Ramakrishna Somayaji, D. Puttuswamy, 
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ae ee Sediyapu Krishna Bhat, Samethanahalli Rama Rao, 
M. Anantha Rao, K. Chandrashekharayya, D.N. Beiagalli, 
Rangaswamy, V.A. Shenoy, Gopal Rao, Arya Lakshminarayana Alva, 
‘shrinivas Havanoor, Gururaja Bhat, Rama Moleyar, V.B. Lokapura, 
'5.M. Shetty, Ugrana Mangesh Rao, Sadananda Nayak, Vijayanatha 
Shenoy and Shivarama Karanth. 


if an attempt is made to collect and publish the large number 
of letters spread all over the country, it is quite certain that the tales 
told by these letters will be quite fascinating and enlightening. 


) Most of his letters are in Kannada. Some are also in English. 
Even these English letters are mostly about Kannada literature and 
research. These letiers reflect not only his profound scholarship but 
also the sparkling purity of his inner being. Our hearts are moved 
when we just think that such a great renowned poet, an erudite 
scholar and a great man of research used to write prompt replies with 
great affection and with equal regard to all. Our sense of respect for 
him increases manifold at the above thought. In his tetiers written in 
English, he would begin as follows : 


Manjeshwar, 
Dalen disisek 
From 
Govinda Pai 
Manjeshwar 


South Kanara 


At the end he would write : 


"| am yours sincerely 
or 
Yours fraternally" 


and affix his signature below. 
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In his Kannada letters he would write the place name 
Manjeshwar and date on right hand top corner. He would begin fF 
letter stating ‘Govinda Pat maduva namaskara (salutation by Govind 
Pai). At the end he would write, 7thi sham’ and affix his signatur 
it is noteworthy that he implicitly observed this system in all hi 
letters. There were many young men and budding writers among thos¢ 
who would write to him. Shri Pai always wrote encouraging words t 
them. it was his heartfelt desire that youngsters should come forwar 
and attain success. Whenever anybody pressed him to write a preface 
to his book, Shri Pai would only write encouraging words of praise 
He used to say that the duty of the preface-writer was to encourage 
the writers to go ahead in the path of progress and they should no 
make adverse remarks like a critic. He would very lavishly shower his 
best wishes on the budding writers. For this very reason more anc 
more writers used to write to him. But Shri Pai would patiently reply 
to all those letters. He felt embarrassed if anyone praised him in his 
letter. He would then write back “You have falsified the prevalen 
saying that one poet is an enemy of another poet" and tum the goiden 
Spear against the praising person. 


Normally, Shri Pai used to reply in postcards. Even in a 
postcard he would thrust in a lot of information. His handwriting too 
was very legible and flawless. His letters would be so full of ‘useful 
information that one would feel like reading them again and again. He 
would quote the lines of Ranna, Keshiraja and Kalidasa in appropriate 
Situations. He would use inland letters and postal covers, only when it 
became absolutely necessary to write lengthy letters. His letters 
always contained a lot of information. Even his short sentences were 


pregnant with rich meaning. Therefore, his letters too were entertaining 
and refreshing like poetry. 


In his 80th year, he wrote a letter to Dr. Shivarama Karanth 
and made some searching enquiries about an inscription found near 
Shri Mahalingeshwara Temple, Kota. Shri Pai informed Dr. Karanth that 
the language of the inscription was about one thousand years old. 
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— 3imilarly, in his letter to Shri Ugrana Mangesha Rao, he enquired 
about the palm-leaf copy of ’Bharatesha Vaibhava’. Even the other 
three letters written to Shri Ugrana Mangesh Rao are full of 
‘discussions about the old Kannada poets and their works. In one of 
his letters to Shri K.S. Haridasa Bhat, Shri Pai has spoken about the 
article written by Airodi Shivaramayya in the magazine ‘Suvasini’. in a 
lengthy letter to Shri A.B. Lokapur, Shri Pai has cleared some of his 
doubts regarding poet Ranna. He has also written admiringly about the 
epic poem sent by Shri Sediyapu Krishna Bhat. He has discussed 
about the word Theerthaka, about Gomateshwara Swami, about 
‘Kailasam and about Samsa in his letter to Shri Rajaratnam. These 
English letters to Rajaratnam were on literature and research. We 
-should remember that writing in English was the fashion of the 
-educated people during his days. The letters written by Shri Pai 
stand witness to his virtues, his good nature and his innate gifts 
‘and erudition. His humility, good nature and scholarship shine 
through his letters also. The following sentences of John Stuart 
Mill, an English writer (1832), equally apply to the letters of 
Shri Govinda Pai also. 


"Letter-writing is an extraordinary and meaningful work. 
Eventhough it is different from great poetry, it is fascinating like 
drama. The letters that help our imaginative faculty to carefully 
observe the stages and tasteful moments in the incessant flow of 
human life are verily a form of literature. Letters reveal the inner 
human being and enable us to float in the worid of literary taste. 
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CHAPTER - IX 
PLACE OF PILGRIMAGE, LAST DAYS, GREAT PEACE 


Shri Pai’s literary penance continued uninterrupted, in loneliness 
and with complete dedication. Behind him stood the Western Ghats with 
their lofty peaks. The vast majestic blue ocean lay in front. Between 
the ocean and the mountains, he continued his great tireless striving in’ 
his residence at Manjeshwar. He strove like the Bhargava of this | 
hermitage of Tulunadu for a period of more than sixty years. He 
attained perfection in both prose and poetry and in the various forms of 
literature like lyrical poetry epic poetry and research articles etc. 






PILGRIMAGE : 


People from ail places of our country used to visit Manjeshwar 
as if on a pilgrimage, to see this great soul. People used to visit 
Manjeshwar to see Shri Pai and talk to him, as they go to see 
Shrikrishna of Udupi, Shri Manjunatha Swamy of Dharmasthala and 
Gomateshwara statues of Venur and Karkala. 


Those who once saw him and talked to him would never forget 
his towering personality. Conversing with him was a rich feast. We 
could bring up any issue under the sun before him, and he would offer 
his opinion with authority. When he spoke in tune with the roaring 
ocean in front, the audience would listen to him quite forgetful of 
everything else. His oratory was so grand and great. When conversing 
with him, we would leave him free to talk. Then, we would even 
hesitate to interfere and add our discordant note to his tune. He had 
mastered the art of oratory to such a high degree that the audience 
would become spell-bound while listening to him. Visitors who came to 
see him and hear him used to draw total satisfaction. Their eyes, 
ears, and stomach would become fully contented. So affectionate and 
touching was Shri Pai’s hospitality. 


The visitors normally came to him with some problems connected 
with literature or research. They would ask him about the meaning of a 
difficult word or a stanza. They might ask him about the native place or 
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‘ime of a poet. They might also enquire about a historical event. People 
also used to come to him to learn about the Vedas, the Bible, the 
Dharmapaada, the Jain scriptures etc. He would solve their problems as 
ar as he could and send them back relieving them of their burden. 
Shri Pai lived in Manjeshwar as a living encyclopedia. 


We now see that only those who are blessed with the grace of 
Godfathers, come up in every field of public life, social or political or 
literary. Vhere are people who organise even groups or factions in 
these matters. But Shri Pai did not organise any group. He did not 
‘need any special clique to back him. He was admired by every group. 
‘He did not expect any fame, title, award or honour. But all these 
came in search of him. He used to decline the offers to preside over 
functions and to address meetings. When people came to him with 
‘such requests, he would suggest the names of persons residing near 
their village and ask them to invite those gentiemen. Eventhough his 
contribution to his land and language was immeasurable he expected 
nothing in return from his land and people. 


| DO NOT WANT DOCTORATE : 


At last our motherland became free. Then, in his old age, 
Shri Pai agreed to accept the award of Poet Laureateship. His intimate 
friends and close associates pressed him to accept it. He also 
accepted the Presidentship of the Annual Kannada Literary 
Conference. Thinking that this was the most opportune time, the 
Mysore University decided to honour Shri Pai with an honorary 
Doctorate and he received a letter requesting him to accept it. 
Foilowing is the letter he wrote in reply on 1st May 1963. 


"! am very grateful to the Mysore University which has 
graciously decided to bestow on me with D. Litt degree." “But as | 
have already walked a long way in old age | now firmly believe that ! 
should not accept any degree or title at this stage." 


“I need not tell you again that it is proper on my part to conduct 
myself as guided by my conscience in this ripe old age of eighty one." 
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“Under these circumstances, | regret to inform you that la 
unable to alter my conviction and accept this great honour that the 
University of Mysore has generously decided to bestow on me." 


"| pray to the Almighty to bless Mysore University with 
progress and glory for a very !ong time to come." 


Such disinterestedness and sense of sacrifice abide only in 
poets who are really sages! A precious gem does not wander in 
search of anybody. Persons who require the gem come in search of 
it. Even if we search hard, it is extremely difficult to get a genuine 
gem. The prestige of the University would have risen higher if it had 
persuaded a dispassionate genius like Shri Pai to accept the honour 
sornetime earlier, instead of conferring such Doctorates to those who 
yearn and crave for them. 


SIR, HOW LONG SHOULD i LIVE? 
Sree eee ee ee 


As aiteady mentioned, Shri Pai had no inclination to preside over 
conferences and other functions and to deliver Speeches. But, he was 
quite active. energetic and healthy even at the ripe age of seventy. Shri 
Venkatesh Pai, his younger brother’s Son, used to say "He took great 
care of his health. He had firm faith in God. He maintained his health in 
good condition by walking briskly, breathing fresh open air for long 
periods, running, and taking cold water bath twice a day. He used to 
give atleast 8 hours of perfect rest to his brain which he used to 
exercise incessantly." These words of Shri Venkatesh Pai, speak out 
the secret of Shri Govinda Pai’s good health for such a long period. But 
laier on, even his so carefuliy protected health began to decline. Then 
he wrote as follows to one of the intimate friends who invited him in 
connection with some celebration. 


“l was unwell for sometime and | am just recovering. 
Eventhough | feel that | can now come over to you and return 
without difficulty, my brother's children compel me not to travel. | shall 
iry fo convince them and visit you. But if | am unable to do So, 
! shall definitely send my article. You can get it read by somebody." 
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in those days, he thus wrote to another friend of his, “Il am very 
‘grateful to you for your kind invitation. But what shall | do ? Due to my old 
age and consequent weakness and sense of exhaustion, | have made up 
my mind not to accept any invitation and not to go out anywhere." In 
‘addition to his physical illheiath, his elbow used to pain due to constant 
writing. He was very much worried, thinking that his memory was dwindling 
and he was not able to quickly recall wnat he had heard and read. He wrote 
to one of his friends; "Now my health is swaying like an open lamp exposed 
to blowing wind. Today is my birthday. My 77th year begins today. Sir, how 
long should I live hereafter ?" 


Whenever anybody younger than he requested Shri Pai to write 
a foreward to his book, Shri Pai used to write encouraging words to 
all such persons. The writer might be famous or not. But Shri Pai did 
not discriminate among them. He treated all of them equally. But now, 
the situation had changed. One of his friends in Bombay translated 
‘The Geethanjali’ and requested Shri Pai to write a preface to it. In 
reply, Shri Pai wrote, "Unfortunately | am now very old. | am also 
very weak because of the old age and recent illness. Therefore, | am 
unable to do any positive work. | would never be able to write a 
preface in my future days. It is only because of my old age and 
illness that | am unable to fulfil your request. Therefore, please do 
not misunderstand me and please forgive me." The signs of a lamp, 
the oil and wick of which are almost exhausted and the light of which 
is slowly dying, are clearly seen in this letter. 


LIKE THE BUDDHA : 


Shri Pai completed eighty years. Perhaps he had a premonition 
of the approaching death. Then, he wrote in one of his letters : 


“Now | am passing through my eightieth year. My present 
physical strength is quite in keeping with my age. But | am now 
afflicted with breathlessness and pain in my right elbow. | feel that the 
exit doors for the Jiva to go out are opening one by one”. In his epic 
poem ’Vaishakhi’, Shri Pai himself has drawn the last portrait of 
Shri Buddha when he completed his eightieth year. Shri Buddha teils 
his beloved pupil Ananda, “Oh! Ananda, please do not lament. 
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We should part from all the things we love. We have to give up al 
the things we love. Separation from them is obligatory. Destruction is 
also natural to the body that has taken birth, lived and grown. Is 
therefore possible to prevent death ? Ananda, my age is ripe. Just 
today | completed eighty years. My life-span has reached its end. M 
body is shaking like an old cart. Please take me from Pave to 
Kushinara." On reaching Kushinara, Bhagavantha attained parinirvana. 


Shri Govinda Pai greatly admired the Buddha. He deeply 
studied the Buddhist scriptures and teachings. He drew the portrait of 
the Buddha on the last day as follows : 


"Behold, see the Thathagatha seated under that tree. See that. 
cool effulgence of celibacy. See till your eyes cool down in 
contentment. Drink him with your eyes. See this great one rich with 
knowledge, meditation, peace, radiance, righteousness, humility, 
learning and the one who practises what he preaches". This grand 
portrait of the Buddha may apply to Shri Pai also. During his last 
days, the Buddha told his followers to take him from Pave to 
Kushinara. Soon after reaching Kushinara, the Buddha attained 
parinirvana, “Like a bursting bubble, like a wave rolling on and losing 
itself on the shore, like a failing star, like a cloud that has become 
empty after pouring out all rain, like a lamp with its wick and oil 
exhausted and like the lightning that shoots from horizon and dazzles 
. and disappears in the sky" Similarly, during his last days, Shri Pai 
was taken from Manjeshwar to Mangalore. There, on 6th September 
1963, he flew to the eternal abode ! 


For more than sixty years, this sun of the literary world spread 
his dazzling radiance in the literary sky, through his bright rays of 
genius and erudition. When this sun set, it looked as though darkness 
suddenly filled the world of letters. His innumerable admirers 
throughout the length and breadth of our country expressed their deep 
sorrow at his sad demise. When Gandhiji passed away, Shri Pai 
prayed in his poetic voice, “Inninisu nee Mahatma Badukabekitthu" 
(Oh Mahatma, you ought to have lived for some more time). On this 
sad occasion of Shri Pai’s death, people sang this prayer about 
Govinda Pai and mourned his death. 


146 


CHAPTER X 
\ HOMAGE TO THE POET - PERMANENT MONUMENTS 


Condolence meetings mourning the death of Shri Govinda Pai 

were held in many states including Kerala, Karnataka and 
‘Maharashtra. These meetings were held in small villages, as well as 
in big cities. Many Universities, literary associations and Karnataka 

Associations also mourned his death. People from all walks of life, 

‘including the President of India, State Governors, Chief Ministers, 
‘Ministers, Members of Parliament, Judges, Members of Legislatures, 
Principals, Physicians, Engineers, Merchants, Agriculturists and 
‘Labourers shed tears. It looked as though light had disappeared and 
darkness had overpowered everything. The ever burning auspicious 

lamp was extinguished and sorrow filled everybody. 


GOVINDA, HARI GOVINDA 


When Shri Pai was alive, he was very hesitant to accept any 
title, award, honour or praise. Generally, he would decline all these. 
But when he passed away, many organisations, Governments and 
noted men undertook many projects and programmes to keep his 
sacred memory alive. 


Shri Damodar Baliga, one of the intimate friends of Shri Pai, 
published a book with the title, “Govinda, Hari Govinda", eulogising the 
poet. It contains seventeen rare pictures covering the period from Shri 
Pai’s birth up to his death. It also contains thirty two short poems that 
Shri Baliga himself wrote. This book also contains notes running into 16 
pages, giving the details of the life and works of Shri Pai. The author 
himself calls it the “Eulogy of The Poet", his poetical works and other 
achievements. Even earlier to this, Shri Baliga had translated the epic 
poem ‘Goigotha’ into English in verse, and had made an attempt to 
familiarise the poet even to foreigners on the occasion of the 
International Eucharistic congress held in Bombay in the year 1964. 
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’Rashtrakavi Govinda Pai Research Centre’ has been established 
under the aegis of the Mahatma Gandhi Memorial College Udipi. Dr. 
Madhav Pai, the founder of the college, was one of the very intimate 
friends of Shri Govinda Pai. Prof. K.S. Haridasa Bhat, the then Principal 
of the college is a first rate man of letters. He is also an admirer of Shri 
Pai. Encouraged by Prof. Haridasa Bhat, Shri Govinda Pai’s heirs donated 
his whole library containing about 5000 volumes to the Research centre. 
Even now, one can see these books neatly preserved in an orderly 
fashion in the centre. Quite in keeping with Shri Pai’s refined interests, the 
Research Centre carries out many constructive activities. It organises 
useful lectures and seminars. It also publishes books. At present it has 
taken up the ambitious project of editing a Tulu Lexicon and hopes to 
complete it successfully. The Karnataka Government extends financial aid 
to this project. It is very gratifying that this centre under the aegis of a 
college belonging to the Academy of General Education Manipal is 
implementing many good and useful projects in the fields of language 
study and Research. 


DEEVIGE OF KUNDAPUR 


‘Rashtrakavi commemoration celebration Committee’ was 
constituted in Bhandarkkar’s College, Kundapur. This committee, under 
the chairmanship of Shri Ramadeva Shenoy has edited and published 
large commemorative volumes by name 'Deevige’ and ’Samarpane’. 
These valuable volumes are of all Karnataka significance. Poets; 
learned men and persons who were intimate and dear to Shri Pai in 
the various parts of our country contributed their poems, articles and 
photographs to ‘Deevige’ and 'Samarpane’. This is a significant 
contribution as a memorial to the poet. The literary contributions of 
the writers of all Karnataka fame and of all India renown are in three 
volumes. They also contain a few poems written by highly-renowned 
poets and many rare photographs. This is really a fitting homage to 
the memory of the Mahakavi (Great Poet) 


. 


MEMORIAL BY TWO GOVERNMENTS 


| The fact that the commemorative work is continuously growing 
like a peepal tree is a valid proof of the greatness and intrinsic worth 
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of the Mahakavi. The Governments of Kerala and Karnataka have 
‘ointly constituted a Memorial Committee. Many activities under the 
‘anopy of that Committee are going on within the limits of these two 
‘states. The publication of this book is also one of its activities. 


The following is the history of the establishment of Memorial 
Committee : 


Shri Govinda Pai and his one brother Anantha Pai had no 
issues. Shri Narayana Pai and Shri Subraya Pai were his two other 
brothers. They had sons and daughters. Their daughters and been 
given in marriage and had joined their husbands. Their sons became 
physicians and lawyers after their education and settled in places 
away from Manjeshwar. Their house became an abandoned place. 
Fortunately, Shri Pai’s rich library had been shifted to Udipi in the 
meantime. As there was no human habitation in his house at 
Manjeshwar, animals and birds made it their abode. As time passed 
on, the large storeyed house began to decay. 


THE MISERABLE CONDITION OF THE POET’S HOUSE 


Many persons grieved at the sight of the miserable condition of the 
magnificent residence of the Rashtrakavi. They applied their minds to put 
an end to this distressing condition. Once, Shri K.T. Shridhar, 
a journalist visited the place with his team. With his articles and 
photographs he vividly presented the miserable condition of the house, to 
the public. His articles were published in the important dailies and 
periodicals of Kerala and Karnataka. Till then, only the people who were 
nearby used to see the distressing condition of the house. But now, even 
the people who were far away could see, hear and grieve over it. 


in those days, Shri N.K. Balakrishnan was a Minister in the 
Government of Kerala. He hails from Nileshwar a part of the present 
Kasaragod District. He knew the greatness and intrinsic worth of 
Shri Pai from his childhood. On reading the reports published in the press, 
he rushed to Manjeshwar. On examining the situation, he made a report 
to the Government of Kerala. In his report, he pressed the Kerala 
Government to urgently take up all necessary steps including the repair 
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and renovation of Rashtrakavi’s house. As Manjeshwar was a part 0 
Kerala from 1st November 1956, the Kerala Government also realised thi 
need for providing a fitting memorial to the Rashtrakavi and agreed to 
proposal. The local people too extended their whole-hearted support. 


Shri Govinda Pai is the first Rashtrakavi in Kannada. Throughout 
his long life, his literary contributions were mainly to Kannada Language. 
Therefore, Shri N.K. Balakrishnan contacted the Karnataka Government 
also and requested for their help. The Government of Karnataka 
immediately responded and agreed to extend all necessary help. A joint 
committee by name “Late Shri Govinda Pai Memorial Committee, 
_ Kasaragod" comprising of many literary luminaries and other important 
persons of Kerala and Karnataka was constituted in 1977. Both the 
Governments have agreed to sanction equa! financial aid for the 
approved projects and programmes of this Committee. 


ACTIVITIES OF THE COMMITTEE 


The District Collector of Kasaragod is the President of the 
Committee. The Assistant Collector is the Treasurer of the Committee. 
The Deputy Director of Education, Kasaragod District is the Secretary. 
Dr. Shivarama Karanth is the Vice President of the Committee. Dr. A. 
Subba Rao, Prof. K.S. Haridasa Bhat and Shri Kayyara Kinhanna Rai 
are members of the Committee. Many important persons of both the 
States are also members of the Committee. 


“This memorial committee has already carried out and completed 
many useful items of work. It has repaired and renovated Shri Pai’s 
house at Manjeshwar which was in a dilapidated condition. Electric 
supply has been provided to the house. A Stone-wall has been 
constructed all around the Poet’s house and compound. All 
arrangemenis to instal a stone-statue in a Spacious hall have been 
completed. Arrangements are being made to start a library and reading 
room which were matters of great interest to Shri Pai. Literary and 
Cultural programmes like Shri Pai’s birthday celebration, seminars, 
lectures etc. are also arranged. This book also is published in order 
to be of help to those who wish to make a deep study of Shri Pai. 
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‘Shri Pai’s successors gave up the proprietary rights over their 
‘ancestral property comprising the house and compound. This is indeed 
a very laudable and virtuous deed. The Committee intends to beautify 
ithe poet’s house and its premises. It also proposes to establish a 
centre to facilitate advanced study in the fields of literature and 
research both of which were matters very near and dear to Shri Pai. 


The local people have extended their whole-hearted and active 
co-operation to carry out all these activities. The Kerala and 
Karnataka Governments have also contributed two lakh rupees each 
as financial aid for this purpose. It is our earnest hope that the 
assistance from the Governments and the co-operation of the people 
will become available in increasing measure so that the worship of the 
Mahakavi's glorious spirit will continue for ever and all the noble items 
of work that make his name ever memorable will ceaselessly go on. 


MEMORIAL COLLEGE 


Lastly, it is very necessary to mention a very important matter 
connected with Shri Pai’s Memorial. The Government of Kerala has 
established and is running a Government College in Manjeshwar by name 
‘Shri Govinda Pai Memorial College’. The local dignitaries have 
contributed many lakhs of rupees for the establishment of this college. 
The Government of Karnataka has also given an aid of two lakh rupees. 
Eventhough the college is being run in a temporary structure at present, 
the Government of Kerala has sanctioned the necessary funds for the 
construction of huge splendid buildings in a large open site. All 
arrangements have been completed for the commencement of the 
construction work. The above paragraph about Govt. College Manjeshwar 
was written in 1987. However at present the college is functioning in its 
own building a little away from Manjeshwar town. 


Due to many unusual points of merit like excellent poetical 
ability, research and scholarship Shri Govinda Pai’s name has already 
yecome immortal. But it is really the good fortune of mankind that 
ven after the demise of the poet, the Public and the Governments 
ure sincerely striving to add new dimensions to the glory of the poet. 
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CHAPTER XI! 


WORKS ON SHRI GOVINDA PAI 


Many persons have written on Shri Govinda Pai’s life in 
general. There are quite a few articles and critical essays on his 
poetry and research. 


When Shri Pai was awarded the title “Aashtrakavi", this writer 
wrote the book, ‘Rashtrakavi Govinda Pai’. Shri G.P. Rajaratnam wrote 
ihe book, ‘Kavi Govinda Pal’. "Pandithavakki" (Scholar-bird) is one of 
the poems in the collection ‘Chengalane’ written by Shri Pandeshwar 
Ganapathy Rao. Reflecting on the theme of this poem, this writer 
wrote an article ’Mahakavi Govinda Pai, in a monthly magazine 
published from Bangalore. At least in South Kanara, this was the first 
article on Shri Govinda Pai. 


We have already noted that the memoria! committee 
constituted in Bhandarkar’s College, Kundapur, has published two 
volumes of "Deevige" and one volume of ‘Samarpane’ as the 
commemorative volumes on Shri Govinda Pai. These volumes contain 
articles and poems written by many poets and writers from all parts 
of our country. About twentyfour poets have contributed their poems 
to these volumes. They include great poets like Bendre and Kuvempu 
and many other young poets. Fortyseven writers have brought out their 
reminiscences. They include the seven articles, written in English. 
Nine writers have written articles of literary criticism on the works 
of Shri Pai. 


"The Tale Told By Letters" (Ole heluva Kathe) by Prof. K.S. 
Haridasa Bhat was also published in the first volume of Deevige. 


Shri Rajarathnam has written two books on Shri Pai. First of 
them is “Kavi Govinda Pai", which contains a brief sketch of Shri 
Pai’s life and works. The other work is, “Letters of Shri Govinda Pai" 
which contains forty seven letters. Out of these, only five letters are 
addressed to others and all the rest are written to Shri Rajarathnam. 
Because of the publication of the letters collected by 
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Prof. K.S. Haridas Bhat and Shri G-P. Rajarathnam the present and 
future generations are provided with the necessary facilities to know 
‘the importance of Shri Pai’s letters. Professor K.S. Haridasa Bhat 
“has also written a book on Shri Govinda Pai. 


Another writer to seriously study the literature and research of 
Shri Govinda Pai and to write books is Dr. Shrinivasa Havnoor. 
Dr. Shrinivasa Havnoor in collaboration with Shri M.V. Naik edited and 
published the book, “Shri Govinda Pai Vangmaya Darshana" (study of 
Shri Govinda Pai’s literature). Dr. Havnoor himself has written another 
book, “Shri Govinda Pai, Samagra Vangmaya Sameekshe" (Review of 
Shri Govinda Pai’s complete literature). Dr. Havnoor and his friends 
“have collected, arranged and presented voluminous material in one 

book and this great endeavour of theirs is really commendable. 


‘Kannada Sahithya Parishad’ has published the book "Govinda 
Pai, life and writings jointly written by Ham. Pa. Nagarajayya 
(Hampana) and Kavyajeevi. Various facets of Shri Pai’s life and 
writings have been very touchingly narrated in the five chapters of 
this book. Kannada Sahithya Academy has brought out the book, 
"Govinda Pai - Shathamana Smarana", edited by Dr. N.S. 
Laxminarayana Bhat. This is a collection of the papers presented by 
many learned persons in the Seminar conducted by the Academy, 
during the poet’s centenary celebrations. 


In his poetry, Shri Pai experimented with various metres; old 
and new. As he was well versed in the poetry in Kannada, Hindi, 
Bengali and English he had acquired mastery over the metres in 
these languages. He was much interested in experimenting with novel 
metres, instead of weaving verses in the old metres in vogue and 
imitating the old poets. On this subject, Shri S. Shankaranarayana 
Bhat has favoured us by writing the scholarly book “The Movement of 
Shri Govinda Pai’s Metres" (Govinda Paigala Chandogathi). This book 
with the necessary /akshyas (objects), lakshanas (distinguishing marks) 
and ’prastara’ (scansion) is worth studying. 


Shri Govinda Pai Pada Prayoga Kosha’ (Dictionary of Govinda 
Pai’s usage of words) is another novel work worth studying. This book 
has been jointly written by Shri A.V. Navada and Shri C. Upendra 
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Sormayaji. Shri Pai is renowned for coining and using new words, fo 
reforming old words without detriment to the sanctity of the languag 

and for formulating new words by adding the ‘isu’ pratyaya (suffix). 
These writers have prepared this dictionary by coilecting and arranging 
these special words used in all the works of Shri Pai. Such 
dictionaries had been prepared in respect of ancient Kannada poets 
like Pampa, Nagachandra and Kumara Vyasa, and Shakespeare, the 
great poet-dramatist. But this is the first dictionary of its kind 
published based on the usages of a modern Kannada-writer. This is 
its special significance. 


Shri Balakrishna Rai, Polali wrote the book ‘Hebberalu Krithi 
Darshana’ (study of the work-Hebberalu’) as his devout offering on the 
occasion of Shri Pai’s 82nd birthday. In this book, the unflinching 
devotion of Ekalavya for Drona, the internal conflict in the mind of 
Drona, the master-teacher of weapon-craft, the fears of Hiranyadhanu, 
and the deep agitation due to the complex problems of racial disparity 
have been very touchingly described. Shri Shetty has also published 
the nine letters written by Shri Pai to Polali Sheenappa Heggade, his 
grandfather, who had earned a name for his works and research in 
Tulu. Shri Shetty has also provided suitable notes to all these letters. 
Similarly, Shri B. Padmanabha Somayaji prepared a detailed paper on 
’Gilivindu’ and read it during Shri Pai’s birthday celebrations in 1969. 
Shri Venkatrayacharya has published it in book form with the title, 
Gilivindu Sameekshe’ (Review of Gilivindu). Shri Somayaji is a first- 
rate writer and he is a great scholar in Sanskrit and Kannada, and 
‘Gilivindu Sameekshe’ is a creditable achievement. 


In 1983, the centenary year of Shri Govinda Pai, various 
universities in Karnataka organised symposiums, lectures, and seminars 
on Shri Pai and his works and brought out many useful publications. 


The papers presented by the learned scholars in the seminars 
conducted by Karnataka University in connection with the centenary 
celebrations were published in the special issue of the Quarterly 
magazine of the University. Mangalore University has brought out the 
book, ‘Govinda Pai Smrithi - Krithi’ written by me as its first 
publication. The book was released in a function in Mangalore. 
Dr. Shivarama Karantha, the Jnana Peeta award-winner presided over 
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the function. Bangalore and Mysore Universities also arranged befitting 
functions in memory of the poet during his centenary. 


’Kaladarshan’ of Mangalore, “Jnana Sudha" of Bangalore, 
‘Taranga’ of Manipal and many other periodicals have brought out 
special commemorative issues during the centenary year of the poet. 
Many poets and scholars have contributed their poems and articles to 
these issues. Many associations and educational institutions 
throughout the country have held befitting functions to commemorate 
the poet’s centenary year. Our people would always remember and 
regard him as a great soul who held high the greatness and honour of 
our country and culture. 


Shri Pai had some instinctive affection for me. His residence 
was in Manjeshwar and | also belonged to the area, which was then 
called Manjeshwar magane and was geographically a little closer to 
the poet. Naturally, we had more opportunities of meeting and 
conversing with each other. Moreover, | also nurtured genuine interest 
and earnestness in the study of language and literature including 
poetry. In those days, as | was not bold enough to dance on the 
open stage | used to be active at the back stage. When | first met 
the poet and gave my name, he at once recognised my pen name. 
He asked me whether | was not the same person writing poetry with 
the penname Durgadas. 


| was rather surprised to learn that even the pen-name of a 
minor writer like me was firmly inprinted in the mind of the great poet. 


| steadfastly continued the study of the works of Shri Pai 
because of my specia! admiration for him. | fully availed myself of 
many opportunities to deliver speeches and write articles on Shri Pai. 
Those who read the articles and heard the speeches expressed their 
admiration. Consequently, as days passed on, if any one came to 
Shri Pai to know the meaning of or to clear the doubts about his 
verses or works he would direct them to me ! | studied the works of 
Shri Pai as Ekalavya practised archery. But Shri Pai was not a 
teacher who would demand his disciple’s thumb. He always showered 
his blessings on me and granted me the strength of four arms ! 
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| felt that | must discharge this heavy burden of debt. My wor 
’Rashtrakavi Govinda Pai’, was written and dedicated to him when h 
became the President of the Kannada Sahithya Sammelana (Annual 
Kannada Literary Conference). Later on, during the centenary of the 
poet, the Mangalore University requested me to write a book on Shri 
Pai and his works. Therefore, with a sense of utmost duty, | completed 
the work "Govinda Pai : Smruthi-Krithi". Tne Memorial Committee jointly 
constituted by the Governments of Kerala and Karnataka also requested 
me to write the present ‘Mahakavi Govinda Pai’. | agreed to this 
proposal with the idea of reducing at least to some extent the heavy 
debt of the poet’s immense love and affection for me. | now draw 
satisfaction that | have completed this work. At the same time | am 
aware of the limits of my mental and physical abilities. 


Mahakavi Govinda Pai’s prose and poetry reveal deeper and deeper 
meaning as one reads them again and again. One, who writes about his 
works feels that he has still more to write about him. The language, words, 
figures of speech, metres, mode of sentence construction, proverbs, all 
these are like chiselled and finely polished gems. You may view them from 
whichever angie you like. They throw dazzling rays of light. Therefore, one 
can never draw full satisfaction that he has said and written that is to be said 
and written on Shri Govinda Pai’s works. 


In this context, | remember the following lines of Mahakavi 
Kalidasa : 


Kwa Soorya Prabhavo Vamshah Kwachalpa Visayaamathih 
Titheershuh dushkaram mohath udupenasmi sagaram (How great is 
the clan originated from the sun ! How small is the mind, the abode 
of petty things. The desire to cross the ocean with a smail rafter is 
extremely difficult to be accomplished). 


This work of mine is like a little lamp held before the sun. 


| too add a drop of oil, my poetical devotion to the ‘Everburning 
Lamp’ and reverentially pray that the bright lamp may burn still 
more brightly. 
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RASHTRAKAV! 


(POET LAUREATE) POEM 





(Homage to Sri Manjeshwara Govinda Pai) 


1. Sky high stand the western ghats 
Behind the back at distance, 
Measureless in depth and expanse lies 
The blue ocean in front. 

Rave the lions and elephants there, 
Roar the mighty billows here, 

Such background, beat and tune 
infused inspiration in you. 


Za This fragrant earth and the fields 
Of sweet odorous paddy, the bed of wealth, 
The coconut and arecanut trees 
That sway their heads and thrill us, 
Devil dances and drum-beats, 
Songs of Yakshagana and Paddanas, 
Music of rivers and birds, 
Became the means of your genius. 


3. Birth of poetry from compassion, 
In you as in Valmiki. 
The source of ’Golgotha’ is the pain 
Suffered on crucifixion by the Son of God. 
Vasavadatta the call-girl saw 
The disciple of Buddha in the cremation ground, 
The Vedic hymn stood witness 
To the deep thirst of Kavasha, the godly sage, 
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Evident was the meanness of the noble 
In the ’sacrifice of the Thumb’, 

Matangi became sister to Sugatha 

With a heart pure and guileless, - 

Vedas, Bible, Dammapada 

And Agamas of Jains you assimilated 
Created jewel-like lyrics and stories 
And held them high before the world. 


The love of your heart you poured 
And lit the everburning lamp bright, 
To Krishna your soul you dedicated 
And lived your life in perfect oneness 
A sight grand and glorious you had 
To see God in soul. 

Your ceaseless thought was that, 

You created poetry for that 


Search for Truth you began 

And research in history you undertook 
Periods of poets and depth of poetry 
You examined and taught the truth. 
You are the Everest, the highest peak 
Of the Himalaya of erudition, 

To describe you is beyond my reach 
A servant of poets and small | am 


Writing poetry and conducting research, 
Both progressed hand in hand, 

Mingled in confluence the rivers three 
English, Kannada and Konkani 

In poetry and prose, 

Your style is your own, 

One and only Pai and none his equal, 
This pride is our own 
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10. 


Hike 


When the history and heritage of Tuluvas 
Was cloaked in dark and forgotten, 
Floodlight you threw on that 

And showered your love on Tulunad. 
“Bring me back to your lap again 

lf !am to be reborn" 

With beaming pride you begged 

The loving mother of Tulunad 


Mother Konkani delivered you 

And offered you to mother Tulu 

Mother Kannada cradled and nourished 
And made you flourish in light, 
Devotion of yours to mother Bharath 
Filled your being with power. 

All the blessings of all the mothers 

On your precious crown they showered. 


For freedom to destroy the demon of slavery 
Prayers to the Lord you offered. 

The tearspark of mother Bharath 

You saw in your speech and song 

“Alas the water poured to quench the thirst 
Turned salty" you lamented, 

"You banished Rahu oh, my father 

And brought Ketu !", you grieved. 


"Honey pours and milk flows 

In the land of Kannada" you sang: 

"Come, mother, come and show your face 

And bless your children" You begged. 

"Flowers of Poems in sacred memory 

Poets offer in dedication. 

But brimful tears | have brought 

Accept oh, my kin of compassion. 
kk 
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ANNEXURE I 


SELECTED EPIGRAMS OF SHRI GOVINDA PAI 


Flying flocks of parrots see a garden on their way and rest 
while there. Will the parrots then belong to the garden ? 


God is visible to those who open their eyes and see. 


No one is an outcaste by birth. A man becomes an outcast 
by his evil ways. 


A poet is a honey-bee that drinks the nectar of freedom. 
Seen beauty is charming. Unseen beauty is still more charming. 
Silence is deathless. 

Verily, compassion is poetry. 


Education through mother-tongue is real education. The fooc 
tasted by others and cast out is tasteless. 


Is it worthwhile to pay for transitory things ? 

However much a sea may roar in rage, it will not outstrip its shore. 
Death is better than bondage. 

One who is born is sure to die. But his love lives beyond his death. 


| dedicate to you all my sinful and virtuous deeds. | also 
dedicate to you all the remaining years of my life. 


Won't the work done demand its price. 


Our body is Kannada, our mind is Kannada and our speech is 
Kannada. 


Our plight is like that of the muskdeer which searches outside 
for the source of fragrance hidden in itself. 


Why do you invite the poverty of craving for this and that ? 
Why do you lose the immense wealth that comes to you 
unasked ? 
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36. 
37. 


When he has preserved milk in the breast, even before the 
baby is born, why do you worry, oh mother ? 


Can you have Krishna as your own before you become Radha ? 


You refuse to give that we pray for. But you choose and give 
what we never ask for. 


Does the creeper know whether its fruit is sweet or bitter ? 


Will the creeper that swallows its own fruit yield fruit to others ? 


‘Can a barren woman without the experience of giving birth 


become a good midwife ? 


There is pain in the bosom of a tiger-cub just before the deep 
colour-stripes appear on its body. 


Will the kite cover the young one of a crow with the warmth of 
its wings ? 


The hound that has smelt the prey repeatedly howls and forces 
it to fall flat on the ground. 


Do not flow zigzag like a leach in straight water. 
The bullock that cannot pull the cart falls on the yoke-rope. 


There are fools who pelt stones at the bamboo-thicket 
and laugh. 


The mother-root protects the tree. The serpent carefully protects 
the gem on its hood. The tongue nurtures taste. 


Very hot like little green chillies. 


A time comes in one’s life when he finds himself lifted up and 
then he succeeds in life. 


Is it proper to offer purodasha to a dog ? 

Does not the wine poured into the Ganga become Ganga ? 
God helps man deprived of human assistance. 

Eventhough the words spoken are short and small, their effect 


can be great. 
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38. 
39. 
40. 
41. 


42. 


43. 


45. 


56. 


Eventhough the eyes are smali, the vision is large. 





Eventhough the knife is small, it can inflect a serious woun 
A man will not rise to excellence if his mind is not excited a little 


You have gone to the snake-hole and have played unchangin 
tunes. Is it not enough ? Why do you poke a stick into the hole 7 


Is it wise to pay the ferry - charges after swimming and crossing 
the river ? 


Is it wise to pay the rent to others after a person cultivating his 
own field? 


Would you call a cuckoo a crow even after listening to its 
sweet notes ? 


Gold becomes fit for making a crown when a little copper is 
added to it. 


The flowers in the cupped hands spread fragrance to both 
the hands. 


Will the arrow ever say that it is unsuitable to the bow ? 
Will the pupil ever say that it is unsuitable to the eye ? 
Do you run about for water after setting fire to the house ? 
A wolf's kiss to a lamb ! 


You can identify even a black tiger in darkness by its red 
biazing eyes. 


The evil done in performing a deed jeopardizes the fulfilment of 
the deed. 


Does not a bow bend for an arrow ? 


It is the duty of greatmen to raise others to their level 
of excellence. 


Stamping down others and casting them off is an evil deed. 


Living in unison is an excellent living principle of our 
motherland. 
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74. 
igor 


He is my only son like the only one appam (a sweet made of 
rice and jaggery. It is baked in ghee or oil) in the baking pan 
with seven hollows. 


Like an umbrella that burns in the hot sun and protects others. 
Like lice moving about on the uncombed air. 

Like eating the dry bitter-gourd. 

For a short while, it became Dwapara 

You grew up together like finger and nail. 

Like the udder squeezed and sucked by a snake. 

Like squeezing the cow’s udder with wet hands. 

As the curves of a snake’s body suit the ant hill. 


As we think that the pearldiver is as good as dead till he rises 
again to the surface. 


Does the weighing balance know the poverty at one’s home ? 


Does the same foot-hold suit the coconut tree and the 
arecanut tree ? 


He does not know the number of teats a cow and a goat 
possess. 


Like the fish holding its egg in its mouth and fasting till the 
egg is hatched. 


Do not extract the fragrance of a flower before it withers. 


Mothers of brave youths have to live away from their children 
just like a mother cow has to part with its male issues when 
they go out for ploughing and pulling. 


Like a washerman burdening a docile elephant with his dirty 
clothes. 


Is there any fisherman who does not break a crab’s leg ? 
Blowing strongly like stormwinds of ’Keddasa’ it caused catarrh 
to all who had noses and headache to all who had heads. 
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76. 


Si. 


82. 


90. 


ae 





Like fragrance that cannot last in a storm. 


Valour and bravery without righteousness are like an open lamp 
placed at the door open to the street. 


Shouldn't the water be pushed back if the boat has to move 
forward ? 


Biting, stinking and falling off like bugs. 


Mari, the devil of destruction does not require a trap door to 
enter. Path opens wherever she touches. 


Like the fowls that are ignorant of the spices being got ready 
in the kitchen for preparing the fowl-curry. 


If a snake swallows a Sundili (A rat with long pointed face) 
within days it becomes very weak and dies. If it vomits the 
swallowed rat, it becomes blind and its life becomes useless. 


Like the tongue in the midst of teeth. 
Does anyone examine the teeth of a barren she-buffalo ? 
The oyster opens its mouth wide, when the pearl is taken out. 


As the glass case protecting the lamp within thinks that it has 
shut the light in its embrace. 


Ferry charges were paid long back. | await the arrival of the boat. 


Why should you search for ointment for a wound inflicted in 
a dream ? 


Does not the axe again and again kiss the trees and plants it 
cuts down ? 


The curved shape of the goading hook is best-suited to the 
elephant’s ear. In the same way, this injustice is best-suited to 
your wicked-deed. 


All great events in the history of the world are the handiworks 
of injustice. 


Any memorable achievement is the fruit of hard Struggle. 
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100. 


101. 


A man who is absolutely righteous is not a human being. 
| wish to live in a world where there is no injustice. 


Unless one breaks his word and cheats others, one cannot 
rule others and his kingdom cannot grow. 


Those who are absolutely upright cannot rule over others. 
Justice is not the same to the ruler and to the ruled. 
Does the same shirt or trouser suit hands and legs ? 


Can an iron bar remove its own curved shape ? Does it not 
require a hammer to strike and set it right ? 


A free nation without religion and righteousness is blind; a nation 
with religion and righteousness but without freedom is lame. 


A nation that is truly victorious is the one that has conquered 
itself. 
Like the foetus that does not breathe through the nose. 


One who walks under an umbrella does not know the heat 
suffered by one who walks in the sun without an umbrella. 


Will the water-drop that has once turned into a pearl meit into 
water again ? 

A calf that does not suck milk a mothercow that does not 
give milk. 


New feathers sprout and grow in the place of the feathers that 
fall off naturally. But new feathers do not grow in the place of 
the feathers that are pulled off. This is the difference. 


It is like the scare-crow fixed in the field. It neither guards the 
field nor helps the crop to grow. 


God and righteousness are one, like moon and moonlight and 
eye and eyesight. 


in a hornet’s nest the egg inside is covered from outside. 


He is quite unaffected, like a buffalo in pouring rain. 
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Ti: 
112. 


113. 
114. 


115. 
116. 


Wee 
118. 


119. 


120. 
dA: 
122. 


123. 
124. 
125: 


126. 
1Z2y. 


We have somehow stolen the horse. Let the lock of the stable! 
remain intact. 


Like the black beetle falling to the ground when you strike the 
ground with your fingers. 


Why should one blame the goldsmith, if the gold is impure? 


When the mouth is toothless and hollow it is difficult to digest 
what is eaten. and difficult to make out what is spoken. 


Like the bird that plunges to cross the sky without thinking of 
the immense vastness of the sky. 


You gave and you snatched away. What you poured for me, | 
accepted with outstretched hands. 


It is your will that this world should be full of suffering. 


Happiness is like the froth on the sea-waves. It floats on the 
waves and disappears. 


Sorrows and sufferings rise from the bottom to the surface 
like a crab. 


What is there in the outerskin when the bean has been crushed? 
What is there in the eye when the pupil is plucked off? 


It is said that one is more carefui about the ornament of 
others pledged with him than his own ornament. 


Can there be evil in you? Can there be heat on a moonlit night 
of winter? 


lf he plucks off my two eyes with one hand, won’t he hold me 
with his otherhand and take me to him? 


Engrossed in play, the child may forget its hunger. But won't 
the mother sense the child’s hunger when her breast begins to 
00ze out milk? 


| was born of your thought like buttermilk formed out of milk. 


As one pledges one’s child to quench her hunger during 
famine, | gave away my heart to pleasures. 
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128. 
n29. 
130. 
131. 


132. 


133. 


134. 


138. 


1389. 


140. 
141. 
142. 


Like the tick biting the sore-stricken udder of a cow. 


Like the twisted fibre of a rope that does not burn quickly 
eventhough the rope is set on fire. 


Won't the child weep, when its puppet is broken? But the 
anguish and grief of the craftsman who manufactured it is still 
greater. 


We ourselves invite our suffering. 


| shall feed and nourish life like an ar:gry mother that caresses 
her child when her anger melts away. 


it is not to waste the time of others that | speak. 
it is to repay your loan for language | work. 


Mind itself is heaven ; mind itself is hell ; mind itself is our 
rise to heaven and our fall into hell. 

Does a sheep beg its shepherd to sacrifice it in the worship of 
Mari, the Goddess of destruction? 


is seeing beautiful things a fault of the eyes? Is it mind’s fault 
if it desires those things on seeing them? Is it the fault of the 
body if it desires to enjoy them or is it the fault of you who 
created this body? 


Who is responsible for evil? Is it you or me? Who is 
responsible for darkness? Is it the sun or the sky? 


The condition is like that of a blind man awakened when 
seeing a dream or like a fish that has fallen from the net into 
the boat. This also is lost. That also is lost. 


Liberty is a Goddess who is a little less great than the 
Almighty God. 


This war can never be the last war. 
Time patiently waits to deliver us the fruit of our action. 
The blood of those murdered cries for the blood of the 


murderers. 
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143. 
144, 
145, 
146. 
147. 


148. 
149. 


150. 
Tote 


Toe. 


190. 
154. 
155. 
156; 
157. 
158. 


159. 
160. 
161. 


162. 





Oh, Mahathma, you ought to have lived for some more time. 
If you wish to give, give only what is good. Otherwise do not give. 
Alas! the water offered to quench one’s thirst has turned saltys 


is not sorrow the fruit of desire? 


Like the sound that continues to reverberate even after the 
ringing of the bell is stopped. 


On the heart of Bharath, you wrote the words ‘Quit India’ in 
the letters of lightning. 


Starvation, in spite of having food: and death in Spite of © 
being alive. 


You drove away Rahu but brought back Ketu. 


Eventhough a cow is multicoloured, its voice is the same and _ 
its milk does not change. 


The love born of fascination for virtuous qualities is real love. 
The fascination for physical beauty is not real love. 


Every man is reborn with every new sunrise. 

Living by feeding on hunger and drinking air. 

Would any one pray for disease instead of medicine? 

Writing comes to a Stop if one gazes at the pen. 

They remain together like the two columns of breath in one nose. 


She is beautiful like a ‘kurinj’ flower and she alone is equal to 
her in beauty. 


The diet of milk and rice was what the physician prescribed and 
what the patient also desired. 


Is it not enough that | married a coward ? Should | bear a 
child also to the coward? 


| preserve and protect all in me like the air that preserves the 
scent. 


| shrink back from money as from a snake. 
168 


169. 


170. 


v7 1. 


172. 
173. 
174. 


iWdes 


176. 
vgs 
178. 
£79. 
180. 


Will an insect living in mud desire to eat a meal of rice and butter? 


| suddenly stumbled on the threshold of the shrine of literature 
and dashed against the closed door. The door flew open and | 
entered in. 


Like a beggar-woman who ties her cradle to one tree after 
another, thinking that she should not sleep in the open field. 


Like a parrot which waited for the silk-cotton pods to ripen. 
The bullock pulled up-hill and the buffalo into water. 


If one attempts to light his own lamp in others’ festival of 
lights, he and his family members will be drowned in darkness. 
There is no gain. 


Ore may come from any mine to the factory furnace. But the 
temperature to which it is to be heated, the level of its fluidity and 
the omaments to be made are decided by the workers themselves. 


However much a king-fisher sinks in water and wets itself, its 
colour never fades. 


Like the ‘surahonne’ that flowers more luxuriously as days 
shiver in the cold of winter. 


Only, one knot for thousand threads. 
We should think of sowing only after pioughing. 


To plough and sow is within my will. But a good harvest is 
God's will. 


The wild track on which a lone traveller treads today become a 
wide road for chariots to roll on in future. 


The arrow fixed to the bow and aimed at the target was shot off. 
Like losing the interest as well as the principal. 

Like doves driven off by kites. 

Those were my first eggs. 


What is the use of throwing a lone fish-line in a well? If you 
wish to catch fish, you must throw a wide net in the sea. 
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Tene 
182. 
183. 
184. 


185. 


186. 


187. 


193. 


194. 


Frying horsegram and heating milk could not go together. 
| am trying to put two swords in one scabbard. 
| missed the opportune time and lost my step. 


| shall swim as much as | can and then | shall drift as the 
Ganga currents carry me. 


| am creeping forward and backward like a snail. The 
inspiration that should have filled my being stayed away without 
even touching my being. 


The song that was left half-sung in the past life makes me 
Sing in this life. This music should continue and the song is to 
be sung even in future lives. Singing should continue thus till 
this song loses its identity in the symphony of some future 
life. But till then, like a dozing musician who plays on his 
Veena now and stops the next minute, he must play on me 
intermitiently. 


| am in the hands of fate just like the pen is in my hand. 


In my search for Him who is All joy, the peace of my inner 
being is my cnly gain. That itself is the inspiration in the path 
of my poetry. 


| usually sing when | am grief-siricken. i sing in order to 
pacify my agitated mind and make it forget the grief. 


Like a cow, the poet pours out only milk. It is critic’s duty 
either to churn and collect butter or to heat and obtain ghee. 


The poet has no other Purpose except to write as he pleases. 


It is the duty of the literary critic to find out the Purpose of 
what is written. 


Literature should be like a shining streak of gold on the black 
touch-stone or like a line of lightning on the thick dark cloud. 


The birth of man itself is in obscenity and literature is like a 
shadow planet of nature. Then how Can one totally wipe off 
obscénity from literature? 
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200. 


201. 


202. 


203. 


204. 


205. 


206. 
207. 


208. 
209. 


210, 


What is the difference between the great and mediccre poets? 
If the former are the ornaments made of china clay, the latter 
are the ornaments made of ordinary clay. But both are of clay. 


It bites at every step like a sharp stone inside the shoe. 


The pan-cakes prepared in other houses contain holes, but in 
his house the pan itself has many holes. 


All these statements are cent percent true like 24 tolas to one 
sear of gold. 


Like an elephant dwarfed in a mirror, their size has decreased 
and not increased. 


Like the sevanthika flowers plucked and kept for many days, 
their colour has faded and has not deepened. 


Like the elbow that struck against a latchet, all the blow was 
on him, but all the pain was for me. 


Cotton is lighter than grass. A beggar is lighter than cotton. 
But air does not blow him off because it is afraid that the 
beggar may even pester it for alms. 


His pale face looked like the withered rose of yesterday. 


| felt as though | stumbled against a cobra and my hairs stood 
on end. 


He may be sent out like a bull of ‘Vrashotsarga" and left free 
to drink the flowing water and eat the wayside grass. 


Writers are the patients and editors are the physicians. 


The editor of a first-ranking magazine should shed light inside 
and outside like a lamp on the top of a lone wall. 


Can anyone restrict a crane to one particular lake? 


A cobra beaten up and flung away forcibly is still a cobra. But 
the cobra or God alone is aware of the immenses suffering 
and pain it experiences to set right its shaken chain of bones. 


He is deaf and dumb in respect of Kannada. 
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214: 


212. 


213: 


214. 


Als. 


216. 
ZANT, 


2 te: 


219. 


220. 


pares § 


226. 


ZV: 
228. 


He came for the carpet and not for Harikatha. 
| alone had to strike the drums and dance simultaneously. 


lt was buttermilk eventhough it was mixed with too much 
water. It was a meeting eventhough there were only three in 
the audience. 


Like a person who desires to celebrate his son’s thread 
ceremony in the neighbourer’s festival 


In olden days, people used to perform (Brugu Pathana,(jumping 
down from mountain top) with the intention of going to heaven. 


The water first enters the ’gomukha’ and then flows out. 


He returned home like Putta who went and returned without 
achieving anything. 


God who has given the eyes must have definitely provided the 
scenes to be seen. 


Shaneeshwara, the God of misfortune, will follow us even if we 
go to Rameshwaram. 


There they crept under the mat. But here, they crept under the 
‘Rangoli (colour powder art work) on the floor. 


lf the heated metal plate absorbs waier, it has to suffer the 
blows of hammer. 


A palm-sized cloud appeared during the famine. 
Who will undertake the elephantine task of rewriting? 


It is growing like the foetus in the womb of an elephant. We 
must wait to see the delivery. 


The blind man has not yet realised that he should wear 
spectacies. 


| have removed the rope and untied the cow. Let it return to 
the cowshed whenever it pleases. 


It is better to remain in my hamlet than going to Hampi. 
Though | missed the festival | did not miss the sweets. 
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Poe. 


241. 


242. 


| was made to sit in the merry go round and was pushed to 
go up and down. 

The preface writer’s position is that of a priest and he should 
pray for the good of the person who approaches him and bless 
him. But a literary critic is like a physician. He must appreciate 
and praise the physique and health of a healthy person. If 
necessary he must cut and tear. He hurts his patient, not with 
cruelty but with affection to win him back his health. 

It is darkness and confusion all round to the rabbit hiding in 
the bush. 

It is like observing the dry ritual of allowing the calf to drink 
milk after squeezing the udder to the last drop. 

An editor is always a mother-in-law and a writer is always a 
daughter-in-law. 

You pick up a quarrel if you say, "Oh, my dear blind Bhat, 
salutations to you!" 


The scar stirs up the memory of the wound. 


We must play on till the time disk remains floating. We must 
also work till sunset. 


Literary works should have sense, substance and dynamism. 


If others are manufacturing ordinary atom bombs, we must 
manufacture the most potential atom bombs. 


| am the son of two mothers. Konkani is the mother who gave 
birth to me. Kannada is my foster-mother who nursed and 
looked after me. 


| am not a preacher but a listener, a lifelong listener. 


To a Kannadiga, devotion to Kannada and devotion to India 
are inseparable like a pair of eyes. 


Shri Panje’s art of acting remained a ’Kakavandhya’ to the 
very end. 


173 


243. 


252. 


253. 


254. 


250); 


256. 


The first short story in Kannada was published in 1900 in 
'Suvasini’ a magazine from Mangalore. It was Shri Panje who 
wrote it. Therefore, Shri Panje Mangesh Rao is the foremost 
short-story writer. in Kannada. 


Can a woman who has just delivered avoid placenta? 
The situation is out of control. The cat is out of the bag. 


Why should you mix ordinary dry grass in the bundle 
of lemongrass? 


Is it necessary to teach swimming to the young one of a fish? 


The scent of a flower when you simply smell it and its odour 
when you crush and sque@ze it are different. 


Shri Panje Mangesh Rao is the foremost short-story writer and 
the foremost creator of children’s literature in Kannada. 


Eventhough tamarind becomes old, its sourness does not 
become old and weak. 


Eventhough the mouth can remain silent, the heart may not 
keep quiet. 


Shri Panje Mangesh Rao passed away in Hyderabad. The 
luminous lamp of the light-house tower of Kannada literature in 
Tulunad became extinguished. Light became one with light. 


As | went through it, my hair stood on end. 


| wanted to know when the first essay in Kannada was written. 
Then | remembered the fine article, ‘Jogula’ of Nandalike 
Lakshminaranappa, published in ‘Suvasini’, a monthly 
magazine from Manglaore. This article was published in a 
certain issue of the first volume of ’Suvasinj’ of 1900. 


Man is not perfect but he is ever under the vain illusion that 
he is perfect. 


Satire is not a mere tool of Selfishness. It is also helpful to 
others. No doubt, it is a kind of fault finding, but it also 
nourishes and sustains. 
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258. 


259. 


260. 


261: 


262. 


263. 
264. 


265. 


266. 


267. 


One who sees something ludicrous and repulsive must make it 
a point to laugh heartily. 


Bitter-gourd becomes a healthy dish quite relishing to the 
palate when it is nicely cooked with other condiments. At the 
same time it retains some of its original bitterness. 


Writers can be divided into two categories. The writers, who 
write about incidents and events of temporary significance, 
belong to the first category. Writers in the other category write 
on timeless maters. 


There are broadly three categories of men. Some men are 
required by all people at all times. All people love and respect 
them. Some other men are sometimes liked and sometimes 
disliked. Sometimes, people may need them. But generally 
people are not interested in thern. Some other men are totally 
disliked. People have utter contempt for them. My friend Shri 
Kille belongs to the first category of men. 

When Kamath completed his speech, they tied the knife to my 
leg so that | can launch into the cockpit. (A sharp knife is tied 
io the leg of each cock taking part in a cockfight). 

Like water to turtie, Karna’s character was so natural and easy 
to Shri Kille. i 


Words cannot hear and ears cannot speak. 


Eventhough we eat rice everyday, we do not find it to be 
unpalatable. We continue to consume rice as our staple food. 


Shri Buddha gave up his body like melted gold giving up the 
dross, like the bela fruit eaten by an elephant and like a cobra 
shakes off its slough. 

Shri Buddha attained parinirvana (Total liberation) like red hot iron 
that absorbs water, like the dream of a person that melts away 
after he suddenly wakes up, like camphor that burns and leaves 
no ash and like the froth on fresh milk that ebbs away. 


My body is like the loose rickety bars of an old cage. This 
disease is only an excuse. 


175 


268. 


269. 


Zr: 


Zits 
22: 


274. 


276. 


ends 


The soul ttself is the torch of one who has surrendered himself 
to his soul. Dharma itself is the torch of one who has 
surrendered himself to Dharma. 


You cease to be reborn when you are relieved of the thirst for 
worldly pleasures. 


Like a mirror covered with virdigris that becomes clean and 
shines again when washed in acid water. 


Like the steady pupil between the open eyelids. 


Pukkusa, the Maila, listened to the picus words of the Buddha 
and felt immensely happy as when many bags of grain are 
poured into empty barn, when bulls pull a cart the moment 
they are tied to the yoke, when a penniless merchant is 
provided with the much needed Capital and when a traveller is 
guided to a choultry at night. 


Shri Buddha advised his disciples “Please do not blame 
Chunda saying that the mushroom dish he served became my 
last meal and caused my ceath. You should not blame a 
hunter's arrow when he shoots down an animal. You should not 
blame the fish when the tank goes dry in summer. You must 
not accuse the bulls when the old cart breaks down." 


Be very cautious in your conduct towards women. Look upon 
every elderly woman as your mother and every woman of equal 
age as your sister. Look upon every woman younger to you as 
your child. 


One who has conquered his self is greater than the hero who 
has vanquished one hundred warriors in battle. 


One can put out hatred by affection and not by hatred. One 
can conquer anger by peace, wickedness by virtue , greed by 
charity and falsehood by truth. 


There is no fire greater than passion, no crocodile more 
dangerous than hatred, no web more deceptive than delusion 
and no water-current more forceful than craving. There is no 
happiness greater than peace. 
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Just like a mother who carefully protects her child by wearing out 
her own life, be ever careful in every place you stand, walk, sit and 
lie down and pour out immense love on every being. 


The community, religion and liberty of those who honour the 
religion and liberty of others as their own grows like the 
boundiess sky. But the religion, community and liberty of those 
who attempt to destroy the religion, community and liberty of 
others collapses and crumbles like a rising wave that falls down 
and disappears. 


The evil done to others is the evil done to one’s own self and 
the good done to others is the good done to one’s own self. 


Like the lichen in a rainfilled tank that is washed off, like 
arrows that fill an empty quiver, like the reflected sun that 
shines in hundreds of water-pots, and like a poor man who 
stumbles ever a treasure on the way, | learned the true Dharma 


_from the Buddha. 


Shri Buddha cleared all my doubts like pouring oil on unclean 


~ water, like removing the cataract of the eyes and like the sun 


dispelling all darkness. 


Subhadra grasped the words of Shri Buddha in a moment, like 
the eyes which see all the space in front the instant you open 
them, like light which fills the room the moment you light the 
lamp and like fresh air which fills the room the moment the 
windows are opened. 


Right belief, right resolve, right speech, right conduct, right 
livelihood, right effort, right mindfulness, and right contemplation 
form the noble eightfold path (Arya ashtangika marga) 


|. Birth, oldage, disease, death, union with those we dislike, 
separation from those we love, nonacquisition of what we 
desire for are all sorrows. This is the first noble truth. 


li. Desire for the physical pleasures, desire for births and 
craving for the cessation of births are the causes of sorrow. 
This is the second noble truth. 
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Resisting, reversing and casting off all desires by means of 
absolute renunciation is the cessation or end of all sorrows. 
This is the third noble Truth. 


The way for the cessation of all sorrows is the fourth Noble Truth 
and that is the noble eightfold path (Arya Ashtangika marga). — 


A Shramana (Buddhist monk) who does not tread this eightfold 
path is not worth the name. He is like a flower of the peepal, 
like a bird without wings, like the shadow of air and like a 
snake which does not cast off slough ; 


All living beings and created things are to die and disintegrate. 
Therefore, be cautious and careful in life. This is the last 
advice of Buddha. 


When Buddha attained parinirvana the whole earth shook and 
rattled like a weighing balance from which the material to be 
weighed and the weights of measure are simultaneously 
snatched away, like an arecanut garden swaying in the storm 
of early monsoon, and like a ship which suddenly throws out all 
its cargo. 


There is none else richer than the son of God. 


To one who is alive, there is no other path than meditation and 
fasting to attain union with God and to correct and purify the 
mind of the wicked. 


His eyes with a ladylike smile, had the gaze of man piercing 
into the future. There was manly firmness in his heart so 
tender as that of a woman. 


Like the sharp sword shining from the golden sheath. 
Like throwing stones at the nest of hornets! 
Like offering a goat to the hungry tiger being tamed. 


Like a pack of wolves howling happily on seeing a lone lamb 
wandering away from its flock in forest. 


Like a young cuckoo pecked by crows, like solid gold being 
heated in the red embers of furnace and like the evening star 
masked in mist. 
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Days are nearing when you would say how fortunate the barren 
women are, how fortunate are the women who do not deliver, 
and how fortunate are the breasts that do not suckle the babies! 


Jesus hung from the cross like a skylark clenched by an 
eagle, like the white crescent moon about to set in the west, 
like an arrow fixed to a bow to be shot and like the fruit of 
immortality hanging on the tree of death. - 


"Pain is the inborn nature of body. Can any human being avoid 
it?" So thinking, Jesus coolly bore the pain which was so 
intense as the simultaneous biting of thousand scorpions. 


Like a mother who bears the pains of delivery in the hope of 
enabling her child to see her face, like a soldier who fights 
without caring for the painful wounds and earns victory on his 
death, like a mother who eagerly desires to meet her children 
who have gone away forsaking her, and like a tree showering 
its cool shade even on those who mow it down, Jesus forgot 
his suffering thinking about his people. 


Oh, father! forgive them. They do not know what they 
are doing. . 

Dense darkness enveloped the whole sky like the closing 
curtain of the deathdrama of the deathless one. 


Like the deer-calf gamboling towards its mother beckoning from 
the hilltop, like a skylark speeding towards the field of ripe 
harvest, like the light of night entering the sun at sunrise and 
like a lightning shooting from horizon to sky, the soul of Jesus 
at once fiew to the abode of light. 


Jesus offered his life to his father like the one returning a 
borrowed thing to its master. 


Mary Magadlene, whose body was fully covered, sat in the 
shade of a fig tree with her eyes fixed on the middle cross like 
a peacock gazing at the last rainbow of the season. 
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The moon held his white canopy over the lifeless image of the 
immortal. The moonlight overflowed and spread everywhere like 
the milky flow of his earlier fame, like the web of love he had 
spread till then, like the white spotiess purity of daily conduct he 
preached, and like the deathless immortality of his own soul. 


For his sake, | wore out my fingers to the bones. 


No woman who learns and earns experience like me can be 
fooled afterwards. 


She has seen all these things, but has learnt nothing. 


Life has suckled and nourished her with affection. But | picked 
up and ate the bits and crumbs thrown on the floor and 
attempted to satisfy my hunger. 


When she picked up the bow, it Slipped and broke into pieces 
at her feet. Soon, she forgot all about it. 


The drinking bowl never reached my lips and never quenched 
my thirst. 


How satisfied | would have been if | had atleast an opportunity 
to nurse and look after.him with motherly love during those 
evening days of his life. 


A heartless wife becomes a heartless mother. A wife without 
love would become a mother without affection. 


The immense love | bore for your father has taken form in 
your being. 


You will never feel thirsty and your tongue will never go dry. 


| asked for many things from life. But the only one thing | got 
was the privilege to cover your last look with my own hands. 


Faith is like a wild deer on the hill top. It does not stop and 
wait eventhough you call it. 


The great beauty here is capable of raising the mind to the 
height of excellence. 


180 





324. 


Bz. 
326. 


327. 
328. 


329. 


330. 


| found you very happy and heavenly even in your sorrow. 


Let all the mortals be equally blessed so that everyone who 
leaves this sorrowful life may attain dharma and enter the 
kingdom of peace, through the doors of death. 


There are many ways of escape when we are defeated. 
A heart afflicted with sorrow, is like a bonfire. 


A mother can deliver children, but can she lengthen their 
life span ? 

It looked as though a lightning flashed in the month of 
Pushya. Happiness and wonder filled my being. 


The pearl of happiness is hidden in the oyster of sorrow. 


If you set apart for you and then give away to the needy you 
are God’s servant. But if you give away without retaining 
anything for you, God becomes your servant. 


Work in accordance with your words. Let your actions speak. 


Words spreading from one ear to another ear and getting wide 
publicity are something like a wireless system. But the only 
difference is this. In the wireless system you hear only what is 
spoken. But in this ear-to-ear system, the news spreads from 
one ear to another ear and at every stage it increases in 
volume. Atlast a handful of grain gets mixed up with a 
bagful of husk. 


There is no specific age for learning. One should go on 
learning till his death and go on correcting himself and coming 
nearer and nearer to perfection. 


| sing as Tulsidasa said, for my own pleasure. | am in the 
hands of God like the pen is in my hand. 
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ANNEXURE - 2 
SOME IMPORTANT EVENTS IN THE LIFE OF SHRI GOVINDA PAI 


23rqd March 1883 


. 1889-1903 
. Last week of February 1895 


- 1899 


me 1GO0 


. 1903-1904 


sg SAN. 


cm ke/-40) 


= 1927 


. 1927 
Hie 


1928 


Birth (Father - Thimma Pai, Mother 
- Devaki Amma.) 

Education in Mangalore. 

Shri Pai was first inspired to write a 
poem on hearing a mourning songs. 
Translation of the first act of 
Shakespeare’s "Twelfth Night’. 
Shri Pai’s first poem ’Suvasini’ 
was published in the magazine 
‘Suvasini’ from Mangalore. 
Education in Madras. He appeared 
for the B.A. Degree examination in 
Madras Christian College and Won 
Gold Medal. 

Giving up rhyme in versification. He 
translated ’Ayi Bhuvanamana 
Mohini’ of Rabindranatha Tagore into 
Kannada without rhyme when he 
was at Nausari of Baroda state. 

His first research article in English 
about the Manjeshwar Temple. 

His first research article on Tulunad 
was "Tulunad During the Dark Period 
of History". It was published in 
‘Panchakajjaya’, the souvenir of 
Kannada Sahitya Sammelana held 
in Mangalore in 1927. 

His wife Krishna Bai passed away. 
Gommata Jina Stuthi - He wrote 
this lengthy poem with 35 stanzas 
in Vritta form and dedicated it in 
memory of his wife. 
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¥ 1928 


. May 1928 


< 1929 


1930 


1931 


19H 


. 1946 


. 1947 


"Omar Khayyam’ - Translation of a 
few selected verses of ‘The 
Rubaiyath’ of Omar Khayyam, the 
worldfamous poetical work of Omar 
Khayyam, into Kannada. 


He started writing ihe poems 
published in the book ‘Nanda Deepa’. 


‘Kannada Words in Greek Drama’ - 
Shri Pai discovered that Kannada 
words were used in a Greek 
Drama of 8th century A. D. 


Publication of Shri Pai’s first 
collection of poems, ’Gilivindu’ 


He wrote the epic poem ‘Golgotha 
on the last day of Jesus. ‘Christa 
Janma’ (The Birth of Christ) written 
by Shri Pandeshwar Ganapathi Rao 
inspired Shri Pai to write ‘Golgotha’. 


, 


Publication of ‘Golgotha’ in book 
form. The epic poem ’Golgotha’ 
was first published by the Triveni 
Publications Mangalore. 

Three Lectures - Shri Pai delivered 
three lectures on the following topics 
in the Kannada Samshodhana 
Samithi. (Kannada Research 
Institute) Dharvar. 1. Ranna 
2. Basaveshwara 3. The Ancient 
Nature of Kannada Language. 
’Hebberalu’ (The Thumb) - 
Publication of the play 'Hebberalu’ 
on Ekalavya. 

‘Thulundadu - Poorvasmruthi’ (Old 
Memories) - He wrote this research 
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24. 
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1949 


1950 


1962 


1963 


6-9-1963 


| 


article on Thulunadu. This was 
published in ’Thenkanadu’, the 
souvenir brought out on the 
occasion of the Kannada Literary 
Conference held at Kasaragod. 


Publication of the epic poem 
’Vaishakhi". 


Shri Pai was honoured as 
Rashtrakavi. The Government of 
Madras awarded him the title 
‘Rashtrakavi’ (Poet Laureate). Shri 
Pai was the first "Rashtrakavi’ in 
Kannada. 


Presidentship of Kannada Sahithya 
Sammelana - Shri Pai presided 
over the Kannada Literary 
Conference held in Bombay. 


The drama ’Chitrabhanu’ - Shri Pai 
wrote and published a prose drama 
with the title ‘Chitrabhanu’ or 1942 on 
the ’Quit India Movement’ of 1942. 


‘Shrikrishna Charitra’ - Publication 
of this book written on the basis 
of the poetical works of 
Naveenachandra Sen of Bengal. 


Last Poem - Shri Pai wrote his 
last poem ’Varusha Hadinalkaithu 
Bidugadeyaneedi’ (Fourteen years 
have elapsed since freedom was 
granted). 


Declining to accept’ the 
‘Doctrorate’. Shri Pai declined to 
accept the Diiitt title offered by the 
Mysore University. 


Shri Govinda Pai Passed away in 
Mangalore. 
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ANNEXURE - 3 
THE DATES ESTABLISHED BY SHRI GOVINDA PAI 


1. Birth of Shri Buddha 


2. Birth of Shri Mahaveera 


3. Parinirvana of Snri Buddha : 


4. Parinirvana of Shri Mahaveera : 


5. Birth of Pampa 


6. Period of Adipurana 


7. Coronation of Chalukya Vikrama : 


Shri Buddha was born on Friday 
the 30th March 581 B.C. 


Shri Buddha’s Great Renunciation 
18-6-553 B. C. 


Shri Buddha’s Great enlightenment 
- 3-4-546 B.C. 


Shri Mahaveera was born during 
the closing hour of night on 
Sunday, the 26th February 598 
B.C. 


The great passing away of Shri 
Buddha took place on Tuesday the 
15th April 501 B.C. 


The great passing away of Shri 
Mahaveera took place on Tuesday 
the 14th September 528 B.C. 


The great poet Pampa was born in 
Shalivahana Shaka Year 824, i. e., 
Dundubhi Samvatsara of 902 A. D. 


The great poet Pampa, completed 
his poetical work ’Adipurana’ in the 
3rd or 4th quarter, during the day 
time of Sunday the ‘6th October 
942 A. D.. 


The preliminary rites like Nandi’ 
etc to be held’ on the previous day 
in connection with the coronation 
of Chalukya Vikrama took place 
on Sunday, Chaitra Shudha Padya 
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8. Period of Harivamsha 


9. Installation of Shri Gommata Statue : 


10. Pampa Ramayana — 
Year of completion 


11. Poetical works of Janna : 


Year of completion 


12. Shri Madhvacharya’s 
Life Period 


of 999th Pingala Samvatsara, i. e., 
26th February 1077. The actual 
coronation took place on the 
forenoon of the next day, i. e. on 
Monday. The day was Bidige, the 
3rd day of the fortnight. 


Jina Sena of Punnata Gana wrote 
Jain Harivamsha’ containing 11000 
authentic shlokas in Sanskrit. He 
completed this work in Shalivahana 
Shaka 705, year i. e., 783 A.D. 


1. The 57ft Gomateshwara was 
installed at Shravana Belagola 
on 13-3-981. 


2. The 41-5-ft granite stone statue 
of Shri Gomateshwara was 
installed at Karkala on 13-2-1432. 


3. The 35 ft. granite stone colossus 
of Shri Gomateshwara was 
installed at Venur on 1-3-1604. 


Nagachandra famed as Abhinava 
Pampa completed Pampa 
‘Ramayana’ approximately in the 
year 1140 A. D: 


Poet Janna wrote his ’Yashodhara 
Charitra’ in 1208 A. D. and he 
wrote his Ananthanatha Purana in 
1225: Au D: 


Shri Madhvacharya was born in 
1238 A. D. He attained samadhi 
at Badarikashrama in the 
Himalayas in 1318. 
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Construction of 
Vijayanagara City 


Udbhata Kavya — 
Year of completion 


Pratishta of Kerebasadi 


. Revanasiddha (Life Period) : 
. Marulasiddha (Life Period) 
. Father of Ekorami Period 


. Period of Mallikarjuna 


Panditharadhya 


. Gadayuddha (Year in 


which this work was 
written) 


. Three Nagavarmas and : 


their life periods 


Shri Vidyaranya officially opened 
the Vijayanagara city on Sunday, 
Vaishakha Shuddha Saptami of 
Dhathu Samvatsara of Shalivahana 
Shaka 1258 (Varthamana) i. e., 
Sunday the 30th April 1335. 


Shri Somaraja completed Udbhata 
Kavya on the 11th of Ashwayuja 
Shuddha, Wednesday of 
‘Chitrabhanu Samvatsara’. This 
was Shalivahana Shaka year 1444, 
i. e. 1522 A. D. He lived in Hampi. 


The pratishta of Kerebasadi (Lake 
Temple) in Karkala took place on 
Saturday, The 31st January 1545. 


7095:- 1190 A. D. 
1120 - 1205 A. D. 
1125 - 1165.A. D. 
1130 - 1169 A. D. 


The following is the finding of 
Shri Pai in this matter : 


The stanza ‘Shakasamagathi’ in 
Gadayuddha was added 
subsequently. This stanza states 
that the year of completion of 
Ranna’s other poetical work was 
980 A. D. Shri Ranna completed 
’Gadayuddha’ in 1007 A. D. 


Shri Pai has authoritatively proved 
that there were 3 Nagavarmas 
among Kannada poets. 
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i) 


ii) 


Harihara - Life Period 


Nagavarma, the Ist - He was a 
brahmin and his period was 950 - 
1015 A. D. He wrote ‘Chandombudhi’ 
and ‘Karnataka Kadamban’. 


Nagavarma the 2nd - He was a Jain, 
His approximate life period was 
1120A. D. - 1200 A. D. He wrote 
’Vasthukosha’, ’Kavyavalokana’ and 
‘Bhashobhooshana.’ 


Nagavarma the 3rd - He was a 
Brahmin. He lived in 12th century A. 
D. He wrote ’Chandrachoodamani 
Shataka’. 


The poet was born in 1145 A. D. He 
wrote 'Girija Kalyana’ during the 
period (1175 - 1080 A. D.) He 
merged himself in Shiva (passed 


-away) in some year between 


Raghavanka - Life Period 


Lakshmeesha-Life period 


Shishumayana - Date of birth: 


Ratnakaravarni 


1230 - 1235 A. D. 


Raghavanka was born in 1160 
A.D. His Harischandra Kavya was 
completed in the year 1190 A.D. 
He merged in Shiva (passed 
away) at Belur in 1210 A.D. 


Poet Lakshmeesha hails from 
Devanoor of Kadoor 


Shishumayana who wrote Tripura 
Dahana Sangathya was bornon 31st 
December 1472 A.D. He lived in the 
14th Century. 


Shri Ratnakara Varni who wrote 
Bharathesha Vaibhava used many 
foreign words in his poetical work. 
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Parthisubba Period & place 


Durgasimha-Life Period 


Brahmashiva-Life Period 


Shri Pai therefore opines that the 
poet lived in the 16th century. Shri 
Pai also opines that the poet wrote 
his work in 1522 A.D. 


Poet Parthisubba, the gréat grand- 
father of Yakshagana art was born at 
Ajavara near Kumbla. He was born 
between 1730-1750 A.D. and passed 
away between 1801-1802 A.D. 


Durgasimha completed his work 
Panchatantra on 4th March 1031. 


This Poet wrote the work Samaya 
Pareeksha. He lived between 1150- 
1200 A.D. 
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ANNEXURE - 4 


‘SHRI GOVINDA PAI’S RESEARCH ARTICLES 


Shri Govinda Pai wrote innumerable research articles in English 
and Kannada. Some of them have been listed below : 


Two inscriptions on Saraswaths in UDUPI Shrikrishna Mutt. 


Tulunadu during the dark days of history. 


Tulunadu - Reminiscences. 


Advent of Jainism in Karnataka. 


Pampa - His place and period. 


Period of Shri Madhvacharya. 


There was only one Ranna 


Haiga - Haiva. 
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Last days of the Western Gangas of Talakadu 
How many Nagavarmas ? 

Parinirvana of Buddha and Mahaveera. 

Vajra Soochi. 

Neen + aar + ge (Aen + GOO + 71?) 

Pillar inscriptions of Malavalli. 

Derivation and meaning of the word Gommata. 
Manjunatha of Kadri. 

Place and period of Lakshmeesha. 

Kannada ’Shatpadis (Sixline stanzas). 


Description and meaning of the word 'Karnataka’. (Whether the 'n' to 
be pronounced as the 'n' in nata (83) or as the 'n' in Gana (rca) _ 


Parthisubba - About our Ancestors. 

Flashes from the past. 

Period of Ratnakarasiddha. 

The date of installation of the Gommata statue of Shravanabelagola. 
Why is the Bahubali statue called Gommata. 

Ptolemy Hippakura. 

Nandalike Lakshmeenaranappa. 

Ancient nature of Kannada. 

Relation between India and Greece. 

Beginning of the ages. 


Stone inscription at Venur. 
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SHRI GOVINDA PAI AND SHRI KINHANNA RAI 
LIKE DR. JOHNSON PORTRAYED BY MR. BOSWEL 


Shri Govinda Pai was like the Gommateshwara 
Colossus in the field of erudition. His innate brilliance shone 
like the blazing sun in the solar system and his creative ability 
surged up like the lava gushing out of a burning volcano. 

Shri Pai was a Himalayan personality. By bringing 
out a book on his life and works, on the occasion of his 
centenary, we are actually honouring ourselves. | 

Shri Kayyara Kinhanna Rai who was fortunate enough to 
observe Shri Pai from very close quarters has now presented to 
us his fascinating work on the life and works of Shri Pai. 

In his biography of Dr. Johnson, Mr. Baswel has 
portrayed Dr. Johnson as his hero and has thereby become 
immortal in history. Similarly, Shri Kayyara Kinhanna Rai who 
is himself a poet and a man of letters has earned an everlasting 
place in the literary world by writing this book on Shri Pai. 

Shri Rai knew Shri Pai from very close quarters and 
he belonged to the close circle:of Shri Pai's intimate 
admirers. It is very difficult to find a man better-suited than 
Shri Kinhanna Rai to portray the life of Shri Pai. | 
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